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I 

THE PROLOGUE 
Chapter 1 

Herr Johann Strauss of Vienna was very busy composing 
waltzes. No easy task, this, after you had furnished some hun* 
dred and fifty popular dance hits within two decades and couldn’t 
detect a fresh idea an 3 r(vhere about your frenzied person. Quite 
frankly, Herr Strauss had of late begun to plagiarize himsdf. 
He did this shrewdly, defdy, with much the same skill his mother 
had employed when baking her famous Apfelstrudd during 
Johann’s infancy. 

Apfelstrudd is a cake made from dough that has been stretched 
over the dining-rocon table on the family’s best dinner clcMh and 
rolled up around a filling of spiced fruits. No matter how little 
dough one starts out with, the size of the table in the end de- 
termines the amount of cake. Frau Strauss never ceased to baffle 
her doting household by the lengths to which die could make 
batter go. Already her unrelenting fingers had pulled the mixture 
out to paper thinness when, to the consternation of her admiring 
spectators, she would cry suddenly for an extension of the table. 
True^ this procedure left the finished Strudel of a consistency at 
times so ^gHe and transparent that the compote more often 
than not broke through the thin walls of its envelope, spreading 
out dbamelessly before the observer’s eye. 

And it was sc^ at times, with the waltzes composed by the bril- 
liant Joharni in his more crowded moments. Aiter such master- 
pieces as Wiener Slut and Tdes of the Vienna "Forest (dedicated 
respectively to his Majesty, King Christian IX of Denmark, and 
Prince Constantin zu Hohenlohe-Schillingsfurst), he gathered 
up the cuttings, as it were, and with the aid of a few banal diatotucs 
swung into the joyless clich6 of Gypsy Baron or The Queers 
Shoid. 
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To be sure, he had been at this sort of thing for a long time. 
Events of the greatest historical importance took place during his 
own childhood. The first Napoleon had conquered and lost 
Europe and the glorious grenadiers lay dying in ±e snows about 
Moscow, while the small Johann stewed over his music lessons 
and pounded out bright ditties on his mother’s harpsichord. 

In the spring of 1821 the fierce Corsican languished on St. 
Helena, fallen and forgotten. But the adolescent Strauss, un- 
troubled by the currents of his era, stood moping blissfully beside 
the rushing Danube. Its legendary waters were blue— a deep, 
rich, sapphire blue— and he was wondering what he ought to do 
about it. Such beauty, he felt, must sturdy be sung and by this 
means perpetuated. He did not know that vnthin a single gene- 
ration steamship navigation would tear up the peculiar underwater 
growth which lent its cobalt pigment to the andent stream. Nor 
did he suspect that his own frivolous muse would wait for another 
Strauss, another Johann, to preserve the river’s classic hue. (How 
was one to know that one would even have a son, let alone that 
he would continue the waltz tradition?) 

On that bright shore the first Johann stood, the none-too-dean 
hands of boyhood dasped behind him. His mind was on higher 
things. Oh, very much higher than the granite-ware basin and 
flannel wash-do^ with which Frau Strauss was still capable of 
molesting her precocious seventeen-ycar-old. Beautiful blue Dan- 
ube! Some day one must make something very lovely out of 
that. 

When, rather more than a decade later, the captive Duke of 
Rdchstadt— Napoleon’s little “King of Rome” — ex- 
pired at the palace of Schonbrunn m Vienna, the Austrian capital 
took scaredy any notice <£ this pathetic epilogue to a heroic 
tale. For the heart and the pulse of Vienna belonged to the popu- 
lar idol of the moment, the opulently hirsute Kapellmeister Johann 
Strauss who carried the social wotU after him to the ravishing 
three-quarter beat of his new dance rhythm. 

Even in court cirdes, where for centuries the traditional minuet 
had only rductantly given way to an occasional gavotte or a daring 
mazurka, prejudice was fast stirrendering before the onslaught of 
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Archduke Ferdinand hlaximllian and the litde Linden at the time of their Vienna waltzing days. 
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the shocking and scandalous waltz. Had not Metternich’s cde- 
brated Vienna Congress, convoked to repartition the map of 
Europe, resolved itself into a conference among Talleyrand, the 
spiritualist clairvoyant Baroness von Kriidencr, and Prince 
Clemens Lothar Wenzel himself, simply because the visiting 
potentates and their entire retinue had fallen prey to the dance 
craze? . . . Since the sidelights on history are generally more in- 
teresting than history itself, it is not surprising that the famous 
conference was forever after remembered as the “waltzing con- 
gress.” For the better part of a year the Viennese had a headacht^ 
due only partly to the constant boom of cannon fired for the inter- 
mittent arrival or departure of belated royalty, and more specifi- 
cally to the abandon with which honest burghers kicked up their 
beds to the tune of: 
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It was in his more mature years, after serving a diort apprentice- 
ship as substitute conductor iu Lanner’s orchestra, that Johann 
Strauss formed a band of his own and became the favorke 
BdlmusikrDircktor at the Hofburg. Here^ in the drafty imperial 
residence that rose like a rocky bastion above the heart of the city, 
the Dowager-Mother ArchduAess Frederika Sophie governed her 
sons— the dghtecn-year-dd Emperor Franz Joseph and his three 
cadet brothers— with an energetic if loving hand. It was wdl that 
she did so, for their father. Archduke Franz Karl, and his brodier, 
the duldlcss ex-Emperor Ferdinand I, were men of gentle disposi- 
tiotis and even gender wits. 

When the revolutionary year of 1848 swept across die European 
horizon causing Mettemich’s creaking old order to totter, “Ferdi- 
nand the Good” (der Giitige) rixlicated. He retired prompdy 
to Innsbruck and later to the noble palace of the Hradschin in 
Prague. “Goodinand the Finished” ( GUtinand der Fertige), said 
the Viennese of dieir obli§^ monarri^ ^ permitted hhn the 
^easoresofasimideB^ SoeeoifataHfewiircthe^ 
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the ex-Emperor’s brother and heir, Franz Karl, hastily joined in 
the renunciation. Together the two gentlemen abandoned cares 
of state and gathered about their favorite meal of dumplings and 
gravy, a gustatory indiscretion w'hich doctors had long forbidden 
them. 

‘Td to know who is Emperor,” muttered Ferdinand in his 
Tyrolean dialect as he reached for another helping. (“Mochf 
do a wissen, wer Kcdser is, wann i J^ane Knodeln essen darfi") If 
a man couldn’t even have a dumpling what good was a crown ? 

His wif^ Maria Anna, a melancholy Sardinian princess, joined 
the Emperor with equanimity in his s^-chosen exile. But not so 
the indomitable Sophie. The double abdication had cheated this 
Bavarian lady of a throne, but there were still her children. For 
them she would not renounce. There was the tried historic 
formula: Bourbon— Robespierre— -Bonaparte— -Bourbon. One 
must wait. . . . 

Her judgment was correct. The spark of 1848 died down. The 
French who had lighted it by throwing out the Bourbons for the 
second tim^ were turning in repentance to Louis Napoleon and 
heading straight for another empire. Europe’s periodic infatuation 
with Dame democracy had cooled once more, and Austria, be- 
wildered by mjs outcome, wanted her Hapsburgs back. The 
Archduchess So^e returned with her four sons to Vienna and 
placed the handsome young Franz Joseph on the throne. 

Having accompliriied this much she bethought herself of a 
human angle. The Court over which her eldest must preside was 
essentially a juvenile a&dr. A monarch still surrounded by his 
governors and teachers must be permitted the relaxations proper 
to his age. Accordingly, the Archduchess undertook to supple* 
ment the educational program (which was entrusted to Count 
Heinrich Bombelles) by a series of parties and dance receptions 
to which the youth of Vienna’s aristocracy had been invited. 

It was not that the tall and bony Archduchess herself had suc- 
cumbed, at her ripe ag^ to the lure of the ever-present dance 
craze. Heaven forbid I But she was a good Roman Catholic and 
a wise mother. She knew that four boys in their sultry ’teens were 
bothered with devilish thoughts. She fdt tiiat musk^ execdse 
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and a refined sort of pandemonium provided a safe outlet for all 
the suppressed lechery of the truly innocent 
And so she invited the more acceptable offspring of the diplo- 
matic circle and the local 61ite, together with their chaperoning 
elders. The latter were not permitted to participate in the youth- 
ful goings-on. Instead, these necessary adjuncts to propriety were 
seated upon the interminable rows of backless settees that encircle 
the ballrooms of all royal establishments. Here, across the great 
desert of space that stretched out before them, they watched the 
youngsters (generally around one hundred couples) disport them- 
selves upon the shining parquet 
Those dance parties were long affairs, beginning at eight o’clock 
in the evening and ending the following morning at five. During 
the carnival season festivities went on still longer, until on the 
night of Shrove Tuesday the music stopped at the stroke of twelve 
and Lent was ushered in. This always brought a welcome relief 
to the exhausted chaperons who, while their charges made merry, 
had gradually frozen into pillars of salt during the endless vigils 
required by the wdl-meaning Sophie. 

The Archduchess herself suffered no less imder the strain but 
there was that in her which admitted no weakness. Sitting bolt 
upright on her stool she slumbered on for hours while her chil- 
dren danced, never once relaxing her grip on the jewded lorgnon 
which she hdd before her eyes. Beside her, likdy as not, the 
blowzy Countess Gaby Dietrichstein snored cozily into the bro- 
caded folds of her top skirt which ^e had pulled up about her 
neck, thinking it her nightly feather quilt. This lady, who for 
years made the rounds of the fashionable salons escorting her three 
ugly ducklings (xi a futile husband chase, was a veteran baUrotxn 
sleeper— her plum-colored petticoats witib their twofold mission 
in life a byword among the gay. 

On this subject of fashions it is pertinent to note that silks and 
fine embroideries played a very small part. Young girls wore 
flowered percale arid criq> tarlatan, while their mothers appeared 
in damask robes which were preserved from one year to ^e next 
in venerable camphor fumes. 

The EDD^jcrof and the Archdukes of course wore the beautiful 
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white uniform of the Austrian guard regiments. Cavalry officers 
from the famous Spanish Riding School of Vienna, L’fiquitation, 
made up the remaining contingent of male guests — afresh, good- 
looking, beardless youngsters all, whose romantic heads were as 
dizzy as their waltzing feet. 

And Johaim Strauss played the violin. Johann Strauss directed, 
niere was scarcely a hostess in Vienna, whether among the nobility 
or the rich merchant class, who did not deem it a triumph to 
secure the great Kapellmeister for her parties. Naturally a court 
engagement eclipsed all others. But apart from this the versatile 
maestro devised a scheme whereby he could meet the vast demand 
for his services. He moved with his orchestra from party to 
party, arriving at the most unexpected times between dusk and 
dawn. Taking up his baton in the middle of a musical phrase, he 
silenced the rival band and substituted his own players without 
loss of a single beat. No one had noticed the change. Or rather, 
every one was suddenly aware of it. For when Strauss conducted 
there was a new Alan, a new savor to the dance. . , . 

“Es war eine Lustl” wrote the seventecn-year-old Countess Paula 
von Linden in her diary. “It was a joy I” 

The Emperor Franz Joseph is remembered as one of the best 
brilroom dancers <rf his time. Elegant, of medium stature, and 
with a strange gravity that lent an edge to his charm, he caused 
many hearts to flutter. The dance partners he chose most fre- 
quently were labeled, by their less fortunate contemporaries, the 
^‘Kdser-Contessen" Outstanding among these was the lovely 
Countess Julia Hunyadi, with whom the das hing young Emperot 
began wch cotillion. TTiis little girl, known more intimately as 
J'^^PPYj is reported to have had “a pert nose, pretty bosom, and the 
ivory shade of skin peculiar to pure bred Hungarians.” Seeing 
her in a cr^tion of blue tarlatan, with flowers in her burnishwi 
hair. Monsieur Talleyrand of the French Embassy exclaimed. **A 
dream oE moonlight in the clouds 1” 

Juppy dmppeared one day and was reported married to a 
Serbi^ Prince Milosh Obrenovimh. Foreigners from “down 
^ere were regarded as a barbarous sort and Juppy’s mother 
found herself besieged with reproaches for cosasenting to her 
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daughter’s union. But that fond parent shrugged her Moulders 
with gusto. “Que votdez-votts” she declared, “elle sera couverte 
de diamantsr (What would you,— she will be covered with 
diamondsi) 

Since favoritism was inevitable, Franz Joseph soon singled out 
another young beauty, the flaming, dark Countess Ugarte. His 
preference for this girl led, many years later, to a strange parallel. 
Coimtess Ugarte m arried Alexander Baltazzi, famous turfman and 
brother <rf Countess Vetsera whose daughter Marie brought 
tragedy into the life of Crown Prince Rudolf, Franz Joseph’s only 
son. Over those guileless Vienna dancing days brooded a dark 
prophetic future. 

The younger Archdukes were not bothered by premonition, 
however. A sort of radiance was spread over their faces. Un- 
burdened by the weight of an imperial mande on their happy 
dioulders, they formd everything a great lark. While their elder 
brother bowed to his dance partner with the utmost formality 
and dScor, they contented themselves with grinning straight into 
the girls’ faces. Franz Joseph danced in silence. Breathlessly he 
whirled through every waltz, choosing always the difficult left 
turns. His face was serious. Conversation with him was problem- 
atical. ‘Terhaps he is concentrating on those left turns,” ex- 
plained his irrepressible brothers. 

The Archdukes, who did a bit of trampling on maidenly toes, 
made up in boisterous hilarity what they lacked in august reserve. 
Ferdinand Maximilian, the Dowager Sophie’s second son, had also 
an adolescent fancy. Two years younger than the Emperor, he 
had only a small share of the latter’s handsomeness. (Franz Joseph 
was one of the few Hapsburgs who did not inherit the well-known 
Hapsburg lip.) In MDaxl’s case this family trait combined oddly 
witii a milcUy slanting chin. The flaw was otiset by a pair of 
singularly striking blue eyes and bright, wavy, blond hair. He was 
the tallest the Archdukes, having taken after the gigantic 
Sophie. 

The object of Maxi’s infatuation happened to be the fifteen- 
jear<id Countess von linden, (xfly daughter of his Excellency, 
Frat^ de Paula, An^xissador Whittonberg in Vienna. “That 
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litdc linden,” said Franz Joseph calmly after meeting her, “is 
quite nice but too skinny.” 

Ferdinand Maximilian’s romance was lyrical and platonic in the 
extreme. The little Linden was a great giggler and at that time 
die Ar^duke fancied an extraordinary wit. This made 

things very entertaining for both of them. For almost two years 
the youngsters danced together without anything even remotely 
resembling an avowal being uttered between them. At last, on 
one of those Shrove Tuesdays that ushered in a return to sobriety, 
the Archduke felt a pang. For forty days there was to be no sociil 
folderol, no waltzing, no maiden laughing at his corking jokes I 
He ordered a fiacre and drove to a florist’s on the Ringstrasse, 
By means of an anonymous corsage of orange blossoms Maximilian 
fired a timid dart. 

Through obtuseness on the part of the messenger. Papa Linden 
received the bouquet. He was astonished. He demanded explana- 
tions. Obviously his daughter could not accept flowers, and such 
expensive flowery without knowing the identity of their giver. 
The young visen sighed and fell to meditating. Her chum. Prin- 
cess Cara Kinsky, she ventured— the girl's sometimes arranged 
to wear smular corsages. . . . 

Count Linden accepted the alibi. That night there was a gala 
ball at the Hofburg, the last before Prince Carnival was laid to 
rest. The little Linden wore her best frock made of dull white 
tulle. At her waist she carried the nosegay of white blossoms. 

While the carriages lined up within the palace courtyard a snow- 
storm raged over the city. The wind howled mournfully through 
the 'Streets. But inside the great halls the crystal chandeliers were 
already gleaming with a thousand reflected lights, and candles 
dripped mercilestiy upon the bare shoulders of sitting dowagers. 

And now the orchestra had struck up the cotillion. With long 
strides the Archduke Maximilian rushed across the floor to seize a 
trembling Countess Linden. They danced a few measures, silent, 
constrained, oppressed. At last the prince gripped her more closely 
in his arm. ‘Tm so happy to see you wear my flowers,” he 
breathed. Of course she had known all along. But now the words 
had been spoken. After two years of childish play something 
had happened to them— scHnething that was real. . . . 
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Outside die storm seemed every minute to grow more furious. 
Along the entire north front of the great salon the glass doors 
v^ere suddenly thrown open by the force of the wind. Lackeys 
rushed through the corridors fetching mattresses, which were hdid 
against the cracks where snow-drifts prevented the closing of 
shutters. Furniture was propped against the lackeys when the 
latter grew tired of supporting mattresses, and as a last resort the 
undaimted Archduchess Sophie enlisted the chaperons for storm 
duty. No one thought of stepping the dance. Johann Strauss 
was leading the orchestra! 

“It was a joy wrote Countess Linden in her diary. She also 

made a note of the foolish behavior of her pet canary on that Lenten 
morning when she returned to her room rather earlier than usual. 
“At sight of my lighted candle he began to sing, thinking it was 
the sun.” 

As for Papa Linden, there was no singing on the morrow when 
his daughter reported the true donor of the mysterious bouquet 
“I advise you not to imagine anything,” was his prudent com- 
mentary. He deduced, with wise cynicism, that the Archduke’s 
high station precluded all danger of an entanglement. 

At the palac^ meanwhile, the matter of the corsage had not 
gone unnoticed. To begin with, the younger Archdukes, Karl 
Ludwig and Ludwig Viktor— to whom the fair sex was as yet a 
subject for vast guffawing scorn — exposed Maxi’s condition with a 
heathenish delight. But younger brothers could be withered into 
silence by a sufficiently tlureatening glance. Bombelles, however, 
was different. The tutor had seen the florist’s bill. 

Sober words were spoken. The Archduke must not forget that 
he was brother to a Holy Roman Emperor. What did the Arch- 
duke think constituted Majesty? Was it not a sacred aloofness 
exacted from those to the pmple bom by their very subjects ? Did 
not the common people themselves demand that the strain of their 
dynasty remain a sovereign strain? Orange blossoms to a Count- 
ess Linden— the Archduke <d>viously had made a mistake. 

The youthful prince was deeply impressed. For the first tunc 
in his life it had been brought hextne to him that he was a 
Hapdiurg and that, being a Hapsburg, he would be expected 
to differ from other people. To Mong to Eurc^’s most aiudmt 
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dyiia 5 ty was a sublime privilege for which a sublime price would 
be exacted. Mercifully, the knowledge that a dynasty can survive 
only when its members sacrifice personal desire to the interests of 
their house is not imparted to royal offspring until provocation 
arises. Until this knowledge came to Maximilian he had been, like 
most princely children, exceptionally care-free and gay. 

He did not take kindly to advice. Count Bombelles frowned. 
The matter, then, was more serious than had at first been sus- 
pected. The Archduchess Sophie was brought into the conference 
and finally the Emperor himself. 

Franz Joseph felt ill-equipped for remonstrances with this 
brother who was his favorite. Admonitions similar to those which 
Maxi was now hearing had fallen upon Franz Joseph’s head on the 
eve of his accession. Not in vain was the Boy Emperor noted for 
his exquisite discretion and tact “This is the end of my youth,” 
he had said at the moment of bis coronation. For he knew that 
to be Emperor one must forfeit the privilege of being a common 
man. 

In an effort to relieve the tension that was certain to follow his 
brother’s obstinacy, Franz Joseph hit upon a dever plan. He 
would make a place for Maximilian in the Austrian fleet and thus 
open up to him the world of travel. At Trieste, the harbor on the 
Adriatic where the young Archduke could serve a brief apprentice^ 
ship, adventure and the sea would beckon. Here the infatuated 
dreamer might wake from his dream and turn to a life of action. 

The plan was promptly carried out. On the day following the 
episode of the corsage Maxi’s career had been decided upon. With 
neither pomp nor circumstance the young man was dispatched 
to Trieste carrying in his pocket a recomm<^ation to the admirals 
of the fleet. 

His first days with the navy proved very painful. He was in 
love and he had never been away from home. After a fortnight’s 
separation, Franz Jo8q)h— apparently touched by a similar loneli- 
ness — summoned him back. Maxi arrived on ^e afternoon fal- 
lowing the summons. He stopped at the florist’s in the Ring- 
strasse, sent a large bunch of roses to the Countess TJ nd*^, 
drove to his rooms at the Hofburg. 
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That evening there was a gala performance at the opera. The 
little Linden sat with her father in the diplomats’ loge directly 
opposite the imperial boxes. Flanked by his nearest kin and the 
surrounding court attendants sat the unfortunate Maxi. He lifted 
his binoculars and stared shamelessly across a sea of bobbing heads 
at the girl he loved. He saw her raise the flowers and bmry her 
face in them. He did not know what opera was being played that 
night. He remembered only the melody which had filled his 
heart on that Shrove Tuesday. . . . 



The Court was scandalized. Franz Joseph himself could see it 
wouldn’t do. He must devise a more thorough cure for his love- 
sick brother. Again the family conclave foregathered and this 
time a more radical scheme was propounded. A sightseeing trip 
to the Near East, with a possible visit to the Sultan and other Ori- 
ental potentates, had roused many another young romantic who 
took matters of the heart too seriously. A Hungarian homme du 
monde, Count Julius Andrissy, was willing to act as guide for the 
instructive voyage. And in order that Maxi’s pangs of nostalgia 
might not become too acute it was decided that one of the younger 
brothers, the complaisant Karl, be added to the baggage. This 
arrangement serv^ a twofold purpose, for the Archduke Karl 
might well profit by an opportune ounce of prevention. The 
pedagogue Bombelles and the parent Sophie nodded owlish heads. 

Every one, with the exception of Maxi, was satisfied. 
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The Odyssey began in the summer o£ 1850 and embraced a 
cruise through Grecian waters to Asia Minor, Egypt and the 
fabled byways of Capri. At first the two princclcts looked timidly 
backward toward homdier scenes, but soon they began to relish the 
novelty of each fleeting experience. There was the stormy passage 
through the Bosporus in the fat Pasha’s barge. There was the 
slave market in Smyrna where the voluptuous bodies of Berber 
and Nubian beauties were exposed to the haggler’s scrutiny. The 
Archduke Maximilian made notes of his impressions. He was no 
prude. He wrote down what he saw. 

"A naked woman frightens me. I am made to realize that sin 
is unbearably attractive.” 

But he remembered Vienna, for he also added: “No matter how 
stubborn others may be, I am still more headstrong and harder 
to swerve from my own intentions.” 

This deep-rooted tenacity, combined with an almost blind sense 
of loyalty and devotion ad absurdum to a cause, largely controlled 
the pattern of the Archduke’s future life. This faulty which is at 
the same time a virtue, provides the key to his fate, 

A great deal happened in Europe during those years of idle 
roaming. Ambassador Linden and his daughter left Austria for a 
post in Berlin. The Teutonic capital was becoming Hohenzoliern 
conscious, while across the Ohannd, a German prince consort to 
the Biiti^ Queen urged the building of Albion’s navy. 

Below the Rhine the Second French Republic changed, by a 
coup d’ftat, into a Second Empire and Napoleon III, the "arrimte 
who arrived,” scanned the Almaenach de Gotha for a bride of 
ancient lineage to bu£E the newness of his own. He was spurned 
by every royal pedigree in Europe and thereafter consdied himself 
with the caresses of a certain Senorita dc Montije^ the Spanish 
granddaughter of a Scotch wine merchant at Malaga. The lady 
was twenty-seven, well built, and had a bad reputation acquired 
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during years of arduous social climbing. But she would make 
a fearless sovereign. And, in the words of Lord Palmerston: 
“He [Napoleon] had no chance of a political alliance of any 
value, or of sufi&cient importance to counterbalance the annoyance 
of an ugly or epileptic wife whom he never saw till she was pre- 
sented to him as a bride, so it is my opinion that he chose well.” 

‘‘Adidstorosl [Good-by bull-fights!]” wrote Eugenia de Montijo 
in Spanish to her sister Francisca, Duchess of Alba, whom in the 
vernacular of the wineshop Kirkpatrick relatives called Paca. 
The wedding was set for January 30, 1853, at Notre Dame. “I can 
tell you,” continued the glowing bride, “that my heart beats quite 
fast when I think of the distance we must travel to the church. I 
do hope nothing happens. . . Royal personages arc never sur- 
prised by the crashing of anarchist bombs; they expect them. 

All went well, however. Even so, while the wedding-bells 
clanged over Paris, stocks at the Bourse dropped to alarming low 
levels and a European press cackled frostily. But a radiant Eu- 
genie entered the Tuilcrie^ where for seventeen years she was to 
remain as Empress of the French. 

The violence she had feared turned up in Vienna. Within little 
more than a fortnight the Danube city witnessed the first attempt 
upon the life of Austria’s young monarch. A Hungarian black- 
smith named J^os Lib^nyi had attacked Franz Jc^eph as the latter 
took his morning stroll along the Graben. The dagger struck a 
collar button at the nape of the Emperor’s neck, so that the force 
of the blow was lessened and the direction of the thrust deflected. 
Franz Joseph bled profusely but he did not collapse. 

Investigation disclosed that Hungary, resentful over the persecu- 
tion of her fanatical patriot, Louis Kossuth, continued to nurture 
in secret the spark of liberalism released in 1848. Though by 
no means desirous of a republican form of government the Hun- 
garians, a haughty sovereign people, demanded parliamentary 
rule after their own pattern. Being of greater size than all the 
remaining proviuces constituting the Empire, Hungary felt en- 
titled to privileges which the latter did not enjoy. The Lib6iyi 
attempt was a warning coming from the heart of the Magyar 
nation- 
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Franz Joseph suflFered no physical consequences from the ex- 
perience, but it completely changed his attitude toward life. He 
had been serene, happy and trusting. Now he became sensitive 
and suspicious. Only once did his gentleness and boyish en- 
thusiasm return, in the spring of 1854, when he married the rare 
and lovely Princess Elisabeth of Bavaria. But the frost had fallen 
upon his soul. Though, in his own words, he was enamored like 
a lieutenant and happy as a god, bitterness gnawed at his heart. 
King Leopold I of. Belgium, one of the wedding guests, wrote from 
Vienna to his niece, the young Queen Victoria of England: 
“Franzi is transfigured with joy!” Yet Franzi’s marriage grew 
chilled almost from die start by the strange rigidity that had seized 
the Emperor’s whole impressionable being. That was it. Hence- 
forth he was the Emperor. He was the sovereign, and nothing but 
the sovereign. . . . 

Maximilian, immediately upon returning from his enforced 
travels, sensed this change that had come over his brother. Arriv- 
ing at the Hofbiu-g, eager and overcome with emotion, he had 
been received in a formal audience. The old tenderness, the jovial 
intimacy were gone. Franz Joseph spoke in monosyllables like 
one who mistrusts wordis. He asked no questions about Maxi’s 
voyage. Instead he mentioned state alfairs and duty. TTie word 
duty he pronounced slowly and with unction, as though it were a 
sublime end in itself. A dagger grazing his spine had focused 
his whole consciousness upon that word. The millions over whom 
he ruled, heterogeneous and multilingual as they were, looked to 
him for its fulfilment. Duty. Or death. He had been shown. 

The very atmosphere about the Hofburg was difiFerent The 
Archduchess Sophie’s merry dancing parties were no more. In- 
stead, that benevolent lady had turned W iron will to more serious 
matters. She was initiating a frightened sixteen-year-old girl who 
answered to the title of “Kaiserin Elisabeth” into the rigorous 
precepts of Hapsburg etiquette. For the princess from Bavaria 
came out of a pastoral enviromnent. In her eyes still shone the 
monory OE rustic freedcan on the lakes and hills of her native 
Possenhofen. 

Nor was this the full extent of the Dowager Soplue's activities. 
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For some time past she had been engaged in furthering a project 
that lay very dose to her ambitious heart. Pleased with Franz 
Joseph’s sober development, she now vdshed an advantageous 
marriage for her irresponsible Maxi. Even before the latter’s re- 
turn to Vienna negotiations had been opened with the Portuguese 
royal house. There was an available Braganza girl, young, a trifle 
ddicate, and— if reports given out by relative^ who wanted to be 
rid of her, could be trusted— very charming indeed. 

The imsuspecting Maximilian was dazed by the news. He 
hadn’t surrendered an inch in his determination to have the litde 
Linden, and here he was suddenly engaged 1 ECs mother must be 
mad. ... He stewed and fretted over his absurd fata when that 
same fate came quietly to his rescue. The maid at Lisbon had been 
more delicate, apparently, than her eager kin would admit. She 
wilted somewhat abruptly and died before a stitch had been taken 
in her trousseau. 

The Austrian Court wore mourning and Maxi went about with a 
grave mien. When gravit 7 palled he conversed with his delightful 
sister-in-law, recounting to her the colorful cycle of his adventures 
abroad. Elisabeth, henelf an incurable romantic who was to spend 
so much of her resdess life roaming over the earth, listened with 
hungry rapture. 

Another thing which these two had in common was their 
love of sports. Among royalty, to no one’s great surprise, excellent 
horsemanship is the rule. But Franz Joseph had cried, as a baby, 
when he was put on his pony. Even though in later years he 
drilled himsdf into perfect mastery over his mount, he never rode 
for pleasure. Maxi, on the other hand, was mad about horses 
and invariably tore along at a wild gallop. “I don’t know how to 
ride slowly,” he complained. He found more than his match in 
the amazon prowess of Elisabeth. At times, carried away by their 
insatiable thirst for action, they argued about the merits of a new 
invention then in its experimental stages, the air-balloon. “It must 
be from flying alone,” Aey rave4 “that one can expect an extrarar- 
dinary sensation.” 

Speculations of this s(»t were profoundly distasteful to the 
eardflxiund Sophie. She would radier have seen her dau^ter- 
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in-law occupied with plans of expectant motherhood. As for Maxl> 
something had to be done about his equestrian passion. There was 
actually about bim a faint odor of stable. 

Perhaps Bombelles had an idea. Sniffing disdainfully, the Arch- 
duchess prepared for another conference with the tutor. 

Bombelles had an idea. To be sure, not a very novel one. He 
suggested more travel. “SaprisH" the Archduchess wanted to 
know, “where to?” 

At this the old confidant smiled sagely. “Why not France?” he 
inquired softly. “They have a new Emperor over there. It might 
be well to hear how this fresh Bonaparte broom is sweeping. . . .” 

The scheme was an admirable one. Franz Joseph submitted it 
to his minister^ who vouchsafed their unanimous approval. In- 
formation regarding the methods employed by other governments 
might help Austria in her difficult internal policy. The Archduke 
MaTi'milian must be groomed at once for his task. He must review 
his linguistic equipment, take a supplementary peep at history, 
and above all things grow a beard. For overnight the world had 
plunged into the era of abundandy decorated male chins. After 
the long line of clean-shaven Bourbons, Frederick the Great, the 
first Napoleon, the handsome Romanov (Alexander I — ^who 
vsraltzed through the Vienna Congress), royalty had suddenly con- 
solidated in a defiant gesture against the nude complexions of those 
giants of yesteryear. Even though they had yet to make history, 
the gendemen of the 1850’s were determined to flourish the most 
convincing facial attributes of manhood. 

In England the Prince Consort, Albert of Coburg, surprised his 
doting Vicky by slowly hiding behind an impressive array of 
whiskers that completely changed his rather pretty young face. 
Henceforth, though he was barely thirty, the stolid, middle-aged, 
frocked husband of the Queen became the symbol of respectabiUty. 

In France the obscure nephew oE a famous uncle strove to give 
the Bonaparte throne “a new coat of glory paint.” Before meas- 
uring his strength on the batde-field, however, Napoleon IH 
looked to his figure. Was it cut after tie fashionable heroic pat- 
t^? Ks beard, dcq>ite coaxing salvw and ointments, grew in a 
disappointing, meager stubble. L’Empereur was perplexed, hu- 
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miliated. At last his barber hit upon a clever solution, llxe 
impiride, “a pointed tuft of hair 1^ on a man’s upper lip and 
chin,” was devised, the Court rejoiced, and Pliny Beauchamp — ^the 
barber— received a medal for his inspiration. 

In Prussia sundry HohenzoUerns strutted masterfully behind 
a hirsute garnish vyhile St. Petersburg was to witness a line of 
Tsarsi, beginning with the colossal Nicholas, who looked as alike 
as the heroes in Sudermann’s novdis. 

Everywhere the masculine note predominated. Butcher-boys and 
operatic tenors stroked their shirt-fronts, hopefully noting the most 
insignificant sign of capillary progress. European capitals had 
presently an ominous dark look about them which seemed to make 
for romance of a grim and paleozoic order. 

It vras only natural that the Hapdiurgs dtould have been af- 
fected. They, of all people, were as a family self-conscious about 
their hereditary prognathous jaw. True, this characteristic mark 
had been noticeably modified after 1736, the year of Maria 
Theresia’s marriage to Francis, Duke of Lorraine. The old Haps- 
burg stock had died out with Charles VI, father of the great 
Empress. The present house of “Hapsburg-Lothringen” retained 
less of the ancient trait than had been given to the French Bourbons 
by Marie Antoinette, and to the Spanidi Bourbons by Charles V, 
Philip II, or Crazy Jane, the madwoman of Castile. 

Even so, Franz Joseph welcomed the new i^shion and gave it his 
ardent approval. It coincided with his self-imposed solemnity, 
his stem point of view. Promptly the young Emperor stopped 
diaving. As the growth on his jaw increased, vanity caused him 
to consider a point. He did not wish people to say that he was 
concealing the notorious defect of his house. Accordingly, his well- 
shaped chin was allowed to remain perfectly exposed and the 
famous ‘’Kdserhari’ was originated. 

Maxi rather admired his brother’s bid for individualism and con- 
centrated on achieving something equally umque. In his own 
case there was not so much a strong as a weak chin to cover, despite 
the prominent lower lip. Maxi experimented. He tried out dif- 
ferent patterns. At last he emerged with a sort of variation on the 
Prince Albert theme, with a part in the middle and a small pointed 



twist at each end. The color of this masterpiece was golden, a 
shade admirably calculated to work havoc with susceptible maiden 
hearts. 

The necessary preparations for a diplomatic visit to foreign 
parts having been herewith completed, Ae Archduke Maximilian 
was ready to set out. At the last moment his mother was over- 
come by the illuminating force of another of her staggering 
schemes. Why not, as long as he was gomg so far away, make 
a more exhaustive tour of the Continent and take stock of matri- 
monial prospects? The Archduke protested in horror. He had 
just rejoiced in accidentally gaining hiS freedom from the Portu- 
guese entanglement. But the Dowager Sophie was never known 
to lose an argument. Maxi’s itinerary was changed and amplified 
to look like a modem Baedeker. 

Coincident with his departure from Vienna a pleasant and in- 
triguing rumor spread rapidly through the European capitals. A 
handsome and unattached Hapsburg prince was traveling about in 
search, it was murmured, of a suitable bride. The twenty-three- 
year-old Archduke Ferdinand Maximilian, so the insidious gossip 
ran, had recendy passed through a sad affair of the heart, his 
betrothed, a Princess of Braganza, falling suddenly ill of a fatal 
disease. The romantic and disconsolate lover had forthwith been 
given a furlough from his duties as an admiral in the navy and 
sent on a pleasure trip to the Orient. From here he had rcttimed, 
after years of maturing, as a veritable Harun-al-Rashid. 

It was not difficult for the tall blond Archduke to ride to glory 
on the crest of such publicity. He opened his transcontinental 
tour by first calling on his relative Spain’s regent queen. This 
spendthrift lady, from whose Court the youthful Eugenia de 
Montijo had once flounced in disgrace and a pair of provocative 
trousers, received her imperial guest with lavish honors. But, 
there being no available princesses about, Maximilian spent his time 
appropriately visiting the tombs of the Spanish Hapsburgs in the 
Escorial. 

Here, in die dank ill-smelling crypt, the mystery of Philip II’s 
oracle confronted him. In the octagon-shaped chamber at the 
center o£ the mausoleum this eccentric monarch had fitted out a 
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permanent abode for his embalmed ancestors. That was not all. 
After providing accommodation for ten defunct forebears he had 
added, with dreadful insight, space for as many crowned successors 
to himself as he deemed prdjable. Tier upon tier the marble 
coflSns stood, thirty in all. And only three were empty. . . . But 
the Queen, Isabdla II, was fitting up a nursery in her palace at 
Madrid for the expected heir, Alfonso XII. Would there then be 
but one more Alfonso? A thirteenth? . . . The Archduke sank 
into uncomfortable reflection while a phlegmatic guard ratded 
a bunch of keys. 

“When they are all full,” the man said, pointing to the coffins, 
“we will get the Republic.” 

Maximilian felt a sudden chill. After polite farewells he pres- 
ently departed from sunny Spain. 

Some time later, on May 17, 1856, he bobbed up in Paris. Prince 
Napoleon “Plon-Plon” (son of KLing Jerome of Wes^halia, and 
a cousin of Napoleon III) made up the welcoming committee 
at the station, a fact which emphasized the sulky attitude of die 
Bonapartes toward tho old aristocracies that had scorned them. 
Maxi’s pen described the reception to Franz Joseph in something 
of a pique. “He [Plon-Plon] conducted himself in a manner so 
crude and sd£E that, as a reprisal, I fdt bound to show extreme 
aloofness.” 

At the palace of St. Cloud, whither, the Court moved every 
spring, the Emperor of the Frenqh awaited his unespected guest 
at the top of the steps— another mark of subde defiance. "Na- 
poleon’s smbby, unimposmg stature,” goes the report to Vienna, 
“his shuffiing walk, ugly hands and sly, inquisitive glance make a 
most ungainly impression.” 

Yet, in spite of discoursing so freely on his host’s physical short- 
comings the Archduke remained in Paris fear a total twelve 
highly interesting days. For, to tell the truth, he was completdy 
dazzled by the modern advancement of the Ville Lumidre. 

Those were the elegant days of the Second Empire. The 
feminine world had skipped swifdy from the clinging fashion of 
high directoire waists into the hoops of an exaggerated crinoline 
^vented by Worth for the Empress Eug6ni^ in order to conceal 



32 PHANTOM CROWN 

her pregnanqr). It was the era of mechanical discoveries. While 
a bold architect named Haussmann tore open the narrow 
thoroughfares of Paris to make room for a colossal system of 
boulevards, public fancy was dazzled by a tinkling electric tele- 
graph, smoke-belching steamboats, locomotives and the isolation 
of a “remarkable featherweight metal called aluminium.” Very 
elegant people introduced into their plush-decked parlors an 
American contraption known as a rocking chair. Adelina Patti 
sang at the Opera. Taglioni set Paris aflame with her dance La 
Sylphide, only to be eclipsed by Farmy Elssler with her ballet 
Le Liable Bmteux. Zola’s 'Nana started on her lurid though divert- 
ing career, while in the boulevard caf6s Victor Hugo, Sainte- 
Beuve, Lamartine, de Musset, and Th^ophile Gautier lamented the 
lost Republic, upheld Les Mis6rables and protested against the 
persecution of Madame Bovary's radical author, Gustave Flau- 
bert 

After the Biedermeier provincialism of his native Vienna 
Mazl could not but admit, however grudgingly, that France sur- 
passed in cultural advancement anything he had heretofore seen. 
In time he also revised his first unflattering impression of Napoleon 
in, for the latter’s simplicity and quick changes of mood revealed 
engaging and likable qualities. But to Plon-Plon Maxi would not 
soften. “He absolutely looks like a worn-out basso in an Italian 
opera,” was the final verdict on that sorry figure. 

The Crimean War, in which England and France joined forces 
against the Tsar for the benefit of the Sultan, had been fought out 
to a Pyrrhic victory only two years before. How the winning 
parties actually felt was evidenced by a half-joking remark made 
by Napoleon III in an imguarded moment and promptly com- 
mitted to paper by the alert Maximilian. “That was a deplorable 
business,” commented L’Empereur, “to have bolstered up the 
Turks, the stupidest people in the world, but Russia had to be 
thrust back where she belonged.” The formation of alliances was 
governed, as ever, not by determination of right or wrong but by 
expediency alone. 

Concerning the celebrated Eugfnie the Archduke had also some- 
thing to say. “Her beauty is undeniable, though it owes mudh 
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to artifice and shows really no trace of the Spanish type. She 
seems rasng [thoroughbred] and educated, but singularly lacking 
in that august quality one expects of an empress; her charm pales 
beside that of Sisi. . . . [Franz Joseph’s consort, Elisabeth].” 

It is possible that Eugenie did not show up to best advantage 
because the pangs of jealousy— which were to eat into her soul 
for so many years to come— had already begun. Regardless of her 
slightly unsavory past, as a wife and mother she had raised her- 
self to a standard of impeccable decorum. But the Emperor, of 
whom she had written so ardently to Paca: “I love him, — this is a 
vast guaranty for our happiness; he is devoted and noble of 
heart” . . '. deceived her at every turn, even with her own ladies- 
in-waiting. A year after the imperial wedding Countess Castig- 
lione was the favorite. Some time later a Countess Walewska 
(wife of a natural son of Napoleon I) occupied the fickle sover- 
eign’s fancy, only to be replaced by a Princess Troubetzkoi from 
St. Petersbiurg and, in turn, a vivacious Labedoy^e. Both the 
latter ladies were friends of the Due de Moray, half-brother to 
Napoleon III, and love-child of the gay Hortense. 

The Spaniard did not take these things lightly. It was her 
pride which sufEered most under the aifronts of her husband’s 
conduct. She who had been hailed as an international beauty 
found the r61e of a discarded wife bitter beyond measure. 

The growing marital lift must have been already noticeable 
during those early years, for the disapproving Maxi wrote: 

“A flock of adventurers swarms about this decidedly parvenu 
Court. I should classify among them a certain 0>untess 
Casdglion^ born a Marchesa Oldoini, whose unusual 
beauty is matched only by her brazen and impertinent con- 
duct. This creature may harm the domestic relations be- 
tween Emperor and Empress. Already the courtiers are com- 
peting with one another for her favors. . . . Princess Mathilde 
(Plon-Plon’s sister) and the Countess Hatzfeld complained 
to me furiously— ^d with that disconcerting candor of the 
French— about her lack of decency in seizing this opportunity 
(Eugfriie’s child, the Prince Imperial, was born only two 
months ago) for su|^lanting the Empress. However that mav 
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be, Napoleon’s interest in evc^ attractive female is becoming 
notorious and will gready diminish his prestige as a sovereign.” 

Having thus spoken his mind on a variety of subjects the Arch- 
duke bethought himself of packing and continuing on his way. 
The French imperial yacht R«»e Hortense being placed at his 
disposal, he was able to make a brief call in London where an 
enamored litde queen fluttered about her royal tasks and kept 
a fatuous diary. Yorkshire puddings at Osborne, military reviews 
at Aldershot, as well as a bit of batdedore and shutdecock with 
Victoria and Albert made up the English sojourn, after which 
Maximilian hastened eastward to the homeland of his greatest 
ancestor, the Fleming Charles the Fifth. 



Chapter 3 


The duninutiTe kingdom of Belgium, bom in the revoludoiaary 
year of 1830 (which separated the Catholic from die Protestant 
Netherlands), marched proudly in the parade of European nations 
under the capable rule of its first monarch, the German princdet 
Leopold I of Saxe-Coburg-Gotha. This brilliant Nestor and 
doyen among sovereigns was rapidly earning for his house the 
Ladn pasquinade applied once exclusively to the Hapsburgs: 

Bella gerant dii^u, felix Austria, nube. Others wage wars (for 
power)— you, happy Austria, marry. 

For the sweeping rise of the Coburgs to world prominence was 
due largely to Leopold’s machuiations as a matrimonial agent. 
"Marquis feu h feu [Litde by Litde]” the Hanoverian Georges 
called him, unable to fathom the secret of his success since “t^t 
fellow, damn it, vdll drink no wine!” 

As for Leopold’s healthy opportunism, he himself was the last 
to make apology for it Long before the Belgian Crown was 
odered him he had become a naturalized Briton and married the 
English Princess Charlotte, only daughter of ‘Trinny,” the Prince 
Regent (later George IV). Finding himself thus in agreeable 
proximity to England’s throne Leopold at once began to nurse 
hidden a^iradons. But on a chill November night of the year 
1817 Charlotte died in childbed at Casde Claremont near Esher, 
putting an end to his schemes. Leopold returned to the Continent 
where in due time he wooed and won Louise Marie of the fallen 
Orleans and Bourbon Une. Politically the union proved a mis- 
calculation since the Bonapartes and not the Bourbons regained 
the throne of France. For this Leopold hated the Bonapartes. 

Scune time thereafter he presented a brid^oom to his young 
niece, Victoria of England, in the person of his favorite nephew 
Albert^ whom the virtuous iE not brilliant queen loved devotedly 
lutfil htc cut short her bliss. Under Le(^)old’s sponsorship a 
Cdnirg lad assumed the crown of Portu^ as consort to the 
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voluptuous Maria da Gloria, while for his own son— the future 
L&pdd n of Congo fame and inf amy— the Belgian monarch chose 
a frolicsome Archduchess Henriette of Austria. And lastly, in the 
antiifnn of 1856, the busy king longed to do as well, if not better, 
in carving a future for his sixtecn-year-old daughter Charlotte. 

This slender, impulsive girl whose passionate dark eyes and 
superior intelligence caused her father to declare that she would 
grow up to be Europe’s most alluring princess, was the child of his 
second marriage. TTie tactful or obedient mother had named the 
baby after her husband’s first wife. Little Charlotte’s additional 
natnffs were hfarie Amdie Augustine Victoire Clementine Leo- 
poldine. 

At the time of the Archduke Ferdinand Maximilian’s announced 
visit to Brussels Queen Louise, daughter of the exiled Louis 
Philippe, had been dead for some years. King Leopold, now aged 
rixty-six, had retired to a quiet existence in the ancient and neg- 
lected palace of Laeken. From here he had dispatched his oldest 
son, the Duke of Brabant, to the coast to receive the nation’s esalted 
guest 

Maxi’s visit to Brussels promised many delights. Belgium wel- 
comed this scion of her former ruling house with unrestrained 
enthusiasm. Even the old palace at Laeken rang with merriment 
and laughter for King Leopold had planned festivities. Charlotte 
herself, in the full flush of adolescence, became dazzled by the 
dashing Austrian prince with whom it was not difficult to fall in 
love. Romance seemed to be budding in the gloomy mists of 
Brussels. 

But Maximilian had been fortified by his first experience in 
heart-break. Time and travel had finally dimmed his memory 
of that adorable Countess Linden whom he had loved so strenu- 
ously so many years ago, although he wondered, still with some- 
thing of a pang, whether his path would ever again aoss hers. 
He wondered, too, with a gnawing curiosity, where in all acation 
she had disappeared to. Ihus it happened that the obvious rap- 
ture in Charlotte’s innocent eyes never pierced his conscumsnas. 

His letters to Vienna did not even mention her natni«. He re- 
ported with naive astonishment that one could travd. the whtfle 
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length c£ King Leopold’s realm without difficulty in a couple 
hours. "I find this the most culdvated flowering land that 1 have 
yet seen. The Court is well managed; in all the towns splendid 
carriages awaited me. On the other hand, the equipment in the 
various palaces is pretty bad. The northern suburb of Laeken 
boasts an interesting residence, but the palace in Brussels has not 
even a stone staircase. Ever3rthing seems to be made of wood.” 

As a foreign correspondent the Archduke Maxi was disclosing 
imexpected talents. In still another missive he engaged quite 
frankly in some fiunily gossip. Cousin Henriette, the Duchess 
of Brabant, was persisting in the hoydenish habits of her youth 
and shocking the stolid Cc^urg relatives. As a girl she had 
sufficiently exasperated Vienna society by purchasing a milkman’s 
nag, unharnessing the creature in the middle of a crowded thor- 
oughfare and riding ofl to the cheers of a joyful populace. Such 
pranks were very well for Hcnriette’s juvenile era, but she w^ 
now— Maxi had figured it out— fully twenty years old, and her 
frivolity would not add to Hapd}urg prestige abroad. What was 
more, Henriette had always been plump, but now she looked 
positively dumpy and uglier than ever. (Archduke Karl, who had 
impersonated the Duke of Brabant during the proxy wedding in 
Vienna, had accepted this office imder protest and with the words: 
“Wdl, I’ll be bridegroom, if I don’t have to keep the bridel”) 
But there was the duke. One had to think of the duke. 

While these opinions, scattered fredy by the philosophical 
Maxi, should really have made good reading at the HoEburg, their 
perusal brought nothing but frowns to the brows of his xmappreci- 
ative kixu The Dowager Sophie, in particular, grew daily more 
chagrined at her second son’s bland evasicm that which had be- 
come her prindpal concern, his marriage. 

A stern episde reached him by return post. After all, Henriette 
was setded, wasn’t she? But what about himself? Had he both- 
ered taking a look at King Leopold’s daughter? Or did he in- 
tend writing memoirs as a profession? . . . 

Even across the distance of a continent maternal authority 
gripped him. He todk a belated look at Charlotte. She was 
deader, dogaot^ and it struck him that she gave pronuse of Uos- 
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soming into a great beauty. Her eyes were a little strange. The 
pupils looked large and black, but they were surrounded by a 
dark green iris. Spaniards called such eyes ojos garzos because 
they res^bled the phosphorescent orbs of the tropical heron. 

She spoke to him in French, a French that seemed at first pe- 
culiar until he realized it was Ac Belgian accent. WiA Ac little 
Linden he had whispered in Vieimese. . . . And now he shud- 
dered wiA sudden realization. Here was Ae crux of all dynastic 
marriages! Unions they must be of alien spirits, alien tongues, 
oAcrwise Aey could be of no value to Ae State. The State! 
That greedy monster for whose satisfaction he must now pretend 
Aat he was overcome by Ae fascination of this girl, this child, 
this stranger who stood before him in her prim lace-covered 
frock. 

His moAer’s letter, enlarged by a Aesome postscript in Ae hand 
of Count Bombellcs, rusded thickly in his pocket. The words 
Duty, Honor, Self-Saaifice, danced before his eyes in capital 
letters. But all his instincts yearned automatically for escape. At 
least he had a right to complete his itinerary and glance over Ae 
narrow field assigned to him before he chose— Ae word was ter- 
rifying— a wife. 

In Madrid, Paris and London, where no such problems had beset 
him, it was easy enough to proffer exquisite adieux. To face Ae 
expectant Leopold was infinitely more diffiailt Leopold was too 
dd to remember Ae human urge for self-preservation. He froze 
to a stone when he understood. So; Ae Archduke had yet to 
visit Holland and Hanover— he Ad not want to miss anything, 
Ae prudent Hapsburg. Trembling wiA rage Ae offended King 
buried his Aeam. Absently he stroked Ae head of Ae infatuated 
girl who had flung herself weeping into her faAer’s arms. 

The object of her sorrow, meanwhile, had scurried to The Hague 
where again to his vast relief he encountered a chilAess royal 
housAold. The effect upon Maxi’s spirits was akin to a tonic. 
Cheerfully he continued eastward. Aiul Aen, in Berlin, somo' 
Aing happened. 

It was at a court ball given in honor of Ae visiting Archduke. 
The glittering assembly of royalties and foreign Aplomats had 
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gathered under the burning chandeliers and the imported gypsy 
orchestra had struck up the season’s newest waltz hit. Ferdinand 
Maximilian stood under the high canopy at one end of the great 
salon and stared at the whirling couples. They looked like a 
mad pattern of ever-changing colors. Above the din of shuffling 
feet one could hardly distinguish the orchestra. He wondered 
what Hohenzollern princess had been selected for his dance 
partner and how soon he would be obliged to plunge with her into 
the breathless maelstrom. 

He was still wondering when, in the blurred confusion of that 
crowd, his eyes were caught suddenly by a fine and charming 
face. He rushed forward a few paces and checked himself at 
the very edge of that dancing sea. But now he had lost the view 
afforded by his former position, or else he had been imagining 
things. . . . With searching glance he regarded the couples that 
brushed past him, and now he was certain. 

“Is that Countess Linden?” he inquired from some one near 
who didn’t matter but who wore a diplomatic ribbon. “Over 
there beside the mirrors; here, now she is coming toward us!” 

The man he had addressed looked up a trifle puzzled. “I don’t 
know, sir, unless you mean Baroness von Billow,” he said slowly, 

“dancing with her husband 

“Countess Linden,” Maximilian repeated impatiently, “in the 

black dress, with the silver diadem in her hair ” 

“Linden,” came the voice again, “yes, her father was a colleague 

of mine, we served together in ” 

But the Archduke was not listening. He had stepped back from 
the dance floor and at this distance fixed his eyes up(Mi the woman 
who was Baroness von Bulow. She, too, had seen him. She had 
known he would be here and had waited in a blissful sort 
torment for the si^t of him. 

He was changed. The unfamiliar beard made him look dder, 
more mature. As he stood there, towering above the others with 
that arrogant figure equaled only by the Romanov Grand Dukes, 
she found him more beautiful dian ever. And more remote, 
ilb: father’s vdb; came back mher: “I advke you not to imagine 
anydiing . . .” , 
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The dance brought them closer together; over the shoulder of 
the man whose name she now bore their eyes met. In hers there 
quivered an almost angry childlike question: “Why? Why did 
you leave me?” In his, no answer. Only a deep burning ache. 

The music had wound up with a Strauss potpourri. The melody 
which once had rocked their dream of love to heights of innocent 
ecstasy returned now in a sad and mellow key: 



The pretty Baroness von Biilow danced on in the arms of her 
unsuspecting husband. The imperial scion returned to the canopy 
and the shadow of a throne They had found him a Prussian 
princess by this time but he declined with profuse apologies. This 
was, he confessed, the anniversary of a profound loss. He had 
not wanted to mention it before, but dancing would be out of 
the question. 

While a distressed Potsdam Master of Ceremonies and the high' 
est Privy Councilors of the Prussian King strove fexr weeks to 
discover their error in ignoring what seemed to have been a par- 
ticularly painful Hapsburg bereavement, the restless Maxi had 
finished his wanderings. Peremptory calls at the remaining major 
capitals of Europe had ended with his speedy and unherald«l 
return to Vienna. This time he stopped at no florist’s shop but 
drove directly to the Hofburg. The old buildmg engulfed him 
like a prison. He thought of it as a symbol of his circumscribed 
and barren life. 

The family gathered about him in a flutter of agitation. Well, 
what had he seen? What had he done for the betterment of the 
Empire and himself? Were congratulations in order? 

Maxi had nothing to say. His head ached, and, anyway, what 
did they all mean by jumping on him? ... He felt on the verge 
of an illness. 

For several weeks more he moped about in his rooms, brooding 
and scheming thoughts <£ liberty. If he could leave Austria for- 
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ever and become a new person somewhere in a new world! Had 
he not relatives in South America? His Aunt Leopoldine (sister 
of Napoleon the Great’s second wife, Marie Louise) had espoused 
the Emperor cf Brazil, Dom Pedro de Braganza. But that was pre- 
cisely the trouble; he had relatives in every part of the world and 
being in contact with them meant that he must respect their 
terms. 

The little Linden had treated him very badly, top. She might 
have waited a bit longer before getting herself tied up in a bour- 
geois marriage. He had intended finding her all along, she must 
have known that. But then, a person 'with such extraordinary 
and inexplicable eyes, dark in the center, and about the edges of 
a strange unholy green . . . 

Now he knew something must be wrong. The girl of his 
boyhood romance had no such eyes as his imagination painted. 
Nor did she have that heart-shaped face with its expression, so 
bitter-sweet, of a first awakening. ... He realized slowly that 
before his uaihappy fancy there moved the poignant vision <rf 
King Leopold’s peute fille. 

It was not love. His honesty told him that Beside^ he wasn’t 
interested in love at the moment; he was unhappy. And be- 
cause of this he remembered with an intense clarity that look of 
desolation on Charlotte’s face at the instant of bidding him fare- 
well. Charlotte was unhappy. She was a princess. She knew 
the fetters, the bondage that were his. Far better than the little 
Linden who had consoled herself so quickly, Charlotte under- 
stood what lay ahead of him, of them all, the blue-bloods! An 
irrelevant thought struck him. If Charlctte, with whom in his 
suffering he felt a spiritual kinship, were to know love and to 
lose love, she might not console herself— ever. It was a strange 
thought. It was crazy. Because of course he didn’t love Charlotte. 

Even so, in December of that year a secret messenger, later dis- 
closed as one Count Arquinto, left the Hofburg. He arrived in 
Brussels bearing the Archduke Maximilian’s request for the hand 
of King Leopold’s only daughter. 

It was a day niumph iac the Coburg parent. Bursting in* 
wardly w^ satisfiurtimi ^ the a^ainmoit o& this desired end, the 
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Belgian King concealed whatever rancor he still harbored. But 
he was to enjoy a sly revenge. Before a date for the marriage could 
be agreed upon, a serious complication arose in the matter of a 
royal dowry. King Leopold, whose two wives had brought him 
noble connections and a generous accumulation of debts, did not 
believe in dowries. Charlotte was to have her mother’s jewels, 
a small sum of money voted by the Chambers, and an elaborate 
wedding festival at the church of Sainte Gudule. But, loving 
father though he might be, he would not agree to impoverish 
his small constitutional kingdom by parceling its estates among 
those of his children who married into foreign lands. 

This standpoint was very new to Hapsburg ears. One did not 
enter the sacred and exclusive circle of Europe’s most ancient dy- 
nasty without bearing gifts worthy of acceptance. The Hofburg 
favored retreat. But with that impetuosity which characterized 
him, Maximilian had already announced his troth to the four 
winds. Retreat was impossible without losing face. 

Negotiations with Belgium grew more pressing. Leopold was 
deluged with diplomatic advice. But the shrewd King gave a 
shopkeeper’s shrug of shoulders and for the rest remained ada- 
mant. 

The Emperor of Austria was left in an awkward quandary. 
Wedding invitations having already been issued to the govern- 
ments of all major powers, Franz Joseph was obliged to save the 
prestige of his house by providing the prospective newly-weds 
with a suitable dot. After some reflection he appomted his brother 
to the rank of viceroy over the Upper Italian provinces of Lom- 
bardy and Venice, which were at that time subject to the Austrian 
Crown. 

This magnanimous gesture imbued Maximilian with a certain 
eminence abroad and at the same time removed the ambitious 
young man from Vienna, where it was feared he might ultimately 
dabble in politics. Unknown to Maxi, durmg his prolonged 
absence from home Hungary had clamored again for a separate 
king. Rumors were current to the effect that the Archduke Fer- 
dinand Maximilian would make a desirable candidate. Franz 
Joseph had reason to suspect his debonair brother of Magyar 
sympathies. 
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For the moment, however, such alarms were both premature 
and pointless. After the royal wedding, which took place at 6rus> 
sds on July 27, 1857, Maxi was far too busy adjusting himsdf to 
that which he had done. He had taken a radiant yoimg creature 
across the Alps and deposited her in a vast medieval palazzo at 
Milan. He had dreaded being alone with this strange person who, 
because of a few words spoken in a crowded cathedral, was now 
a part of him “forever.” Yet being alone with her had brought 
the solution of his ills. Almost from the start Charlotte’s strong 
impassioned nature was able to transform this plainly calculated 
union into a bond of overpowering happiness. 

Oddly enough, she was not a timid doting spouse. Despite her 
youth (she was seventeen) and her humble surrender to love^ 
she became a compelling goddess at her own hearth. 

In time it was Maximilian who virtually knelt at her feet. 
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CHAKLorrE thoroughly enjoyed Italy. After the dark foggy win" 
ters of her native land she basked luxuriously in the southern sun. 
At night, when the great balconies of the palazzo opened to the 
caressing breeze, music was wafted upward from the street, lend- 
ing enchantment to the foreign scene. 

A romantic poet stirred the Neapolitans at that time with his 
ethereal ballads. His melodies were carried from town to town 
by artists and beggars alike, until they reached Milan and the 
crooked byways that surrounded the Viceroy’s mansion. Here 
Charlotte heard, for the first time, Tosti’s tender love-songs and 
the full beauty of a language she (fid not know. 

"Voltt—O serenata: la mia diletta h sola, 

E con la bella testa abbandoncOa 
Posa tra le lenzmla — 

0 serenata vola, 

0 serenata vola. , , " 

Under the spell of those accents she presently changed her name 
to the Italian Carlotta and persuaded her young husband to en- 
gage for them a private tutor. Daily, after his government tasks 
were completed, Maxi found himself perched on an uncomfortable 
stool of the cinquecento with a Roman grammar propped upon 
his knees. And soon, with an undeniable thrill, he too was able 
to make out the madrigals of passing troubadours. 

Tosti’s songs in time Buttered aaoss Europe and beguiled the 
sentimental Queen of England. Discounting all major obstacles, 
the mistress of Windsor summoned the composer for a private 
hearing before her Court He came, fell victim to Britannic bland- 
ishments, and was knighted. Sir Francesco Fado Tosd was the 
impressive tide that estranged him forever freun the homeland 
of his earlier muse. 

But romancmg alone did not fill Carlotta’s days. She was in- 
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tent upon becoming her husband’s valuable aide in bis difiBcult 
administration of the provinces. Alas, they •were the dangerous 
heritage of a bloody past. In his mad rush for world power the 
first Napoleon had torn up the Italian peninsula into small frag- 
ments which he distributed among his other vassals. To Austria, 
over whose fields and woodlands the Corsican must drive his 
legions en route to Moscow, he had ceded the duchies of Parma, 
Modena, and the northern regions of the Po. This was a sort of 
recompense for the rental due on the palace of Schonbrunn in 
Vienna, where, without a by-your-leave, the conqueror had made 
his headquarters. 

After two generations of military governors and princely despots 
Austria was still having a bad time vnth those “gifts.” The kindest 
and most iimocuous Eapsburg who might enter Milan or Venice 
as viceroy was looked upon by rajnkled natives as a foreign tyrant. 
However, because of their youth and personal charm, Maximilian 
and Carlotta were able to overcome much antagonism. Soon their 
florid carriage was greeted in the streets and public squares with 
friendly cheers. 

Fmr a time Carlotta became a familiar figure in the flower and 
fruit market The countless new blossoms and ddicacies oflered 
by this sun-drenched country never ceased to interest her, for 
she had become suddenly absorbed in the complex task of house- 
keeping. 

To royalty, enmeshed in appalling ceremonial, the management 
of a palace assumes gigantic proportions. Few dynasties in history 
have attempted to interfere with the autocratic dispoddons of 
their majordomos. But the Coburgs were a recent and almost 
middle-class edidon of royalty. They liked putting fingers in 
pies. In England the Prince Consort had introduced an expense 
account for Buckingham Palace. All the prodigal habits of Stu- 
arts, Tudors and burly Hanoverians were frowned uptm and dis- 
carded. Since time immemorial candles once lighted had been 
thrown out and never used again by his Lordship, the Keeper 
Li^ts. But Albert the Good condemned this practise. He saved 
(m the candle bill and demanded an exact reckoning of pantry and 
ceUar expenditures. 

Even su^ neither he nor Cousin V^y hers^ had been tn 
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annihila te the demon of tradition. According to an ancient cus- 
tom which seemed absolutely irrevocable, the Lord Chamberlain 
had charge of washing the palace windows on the inside, while 
the Department of Woods and Forestry attended to them from 
without. Both parties were imbued with an admirable sense of 
duty and went about their respective tasks with commendable 
punctilio. But they could not agree on the time when each would 
function in behalf of the Queen’s balconies. If the Lord Chamber- 
lam splashed merrily from within it appeared that Woods and 
Forestry could not from without, and the same held true when 
the latter arrived with brandished poles and mops. And so, 
throughout her long and blessed reign, Victoria’s windows were 
never quite clean. 

Carlotta meant to do things very much better. Havmg only a 
fraction of her cousin’s servant army at her command, she per- 
sonally supervised each task about the old mansion. It absorbed 
her active, energetic spirit to perceive the multitude of trivial mo- 
tions required to keq) a domestic establishment alive. At Laeken 
die had never thought of her environment. It was part of the 
stilted frame into which she had been born and fitted as the 
daughter of a king. Nor did years of careful schooling awaken 
her, for she had been taught to see nothing and never to ask ques- 
tions. It was a day when royal governesses preached: "// fmt que 
Us princesses aprennent h /ennuyer avec grSce. [Princesses should 
learn to be gracefully bored.]” 

But now she heard from her chatty Tuscan maid that dust must 
be wiped off peasant tables as well, and dry leaves plucked from 
the hyacinths. A similarity of joys and nec^ pervaded all earthly 
stations. The world must be made fresh each day for each day’s 
living. Even the humble had a part in this, perhaps a greater part 
than the mighty. 

She was beginning to understand so much about the actual 
flavor of existence. Having been instructed as a child to walk 
past open doors without peering in, she now unlearned, marching 
through them eagerly and looking about her with gusta Every- 
thing had acquired a fuller meanmg since she herself was allow^ 
to be a part of everything. 
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And then, at the peak of this newly found happiness, the Vene- 
tian honeymoon came to an end. 

There lived in Italy an embittered statesman. Count Camillo 
Benso di Cavour, who dreamed of a united kmgdom under Sicilian 
rule. A few years ago, during the inglorious Crimean War, this 
prudent patriot had joined the winning side; France was in- 
dd>ted to him. In return for past services Cavour now demanded 
French assistance in his struggle against Austria. 

Napoleon III was not obdurate. In exchange for “Nice and 
a slice of Savoy” he promised to look into the matter. Secret 
agents were sent to Lombardy and Venice, there to engage in 
systematic agitation against Austrian rule. This was followed up 
by an ominous and decidedly Napoleonic rolling of drums. Al- 
though for more than two years Maximilian and his bride had 
enjoyed warmest sympathies throughout the provinces, their popu- 
larity at length could not withstand the gathering storm, ^me- 
where in the Tyrol a bewildered Austrian sentry was accused 
of overstepping an invisible border-line. A shot was fired and the 
tussle began. 

“The conflict was contrived,” wrote Lord Palmerston in his 
memoirs, “after some exertion by that meddlesome mediocrity, 
Napoleon III, in whose brain foolish ideas multiply like rabbits.” 

It turned out to be a brief imbroglio into which Austria’s proud 
young Emperor Franz Joseph stumbled angrily. His beautiful 
white cavalry was beaten at Magenta and Solferino. The year 
1859 brought panic and flight for Maximilian and Carlotta vriio, 
after the dismal news, were forced to retire to their summer castle 
of Miramar at Trieste. An age-old dictum had once more hdd 
true: “France hates Austria and fights her on Italian soil.” 

The idyl of Milan might well have continued now on the peace- 
ful shores of the Adriatic. Miramar was a palace built cf brilliant 
white linrestone and Carrara marble rising from the sea on a rocky 
peninsula that overlooked the harbor. It had b«n started by the 
Archduke Maximilian riiortly after his marriage and had bardy 
reached completion when its own«s made a forced occupatitm. 

On fiurst seemg k Carlotta found die place an enchanting para- 
dise. Great care had been devoted to its planning.. The sod foe 
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the gardens had been brought from far away so that oleanders, 
olives, myrtles and laurels might grow in wonted profusion. The 
granite for the terraces had been quarried in the Tatra Mountains; 
the sphinxes that adorned them were from Egypt 

As for the interior. Maxi’s tastes were everywhere apparent With 
the exception of Carlotta’s sitting-room and boudoir, the marine 
note predominated throughout, bespeaking the owner’s profession. 
Maximilian’s study was a copy of the commandant’s quarters on 
the frigate Novara. Here and in the great salons all draperies 
were of blue damask embroidered with a pattern of anchors. The 
name Miramar— “View of the Sea”— had long been made famous 
by Spanish kings in their pleasure haunts along the Bay of Biscay. 

But pleasure haunt the palace on the Adriatic did not become. 
Within its walls the Archduke and his bride experienced the 
first mental anguish of their wedded life. Their departure from 
Italy had, after all, been an escape from physical danger. At 
Miramar they were safe— too safe. They had nothing to do. As 
viceroy, Maximilian had lost hds post in the Austrian fleet. The 
war, on the other hand, had reduced that modest body to such in- 
significance that a plea for reinstatement was ridiculous. 

Things were easier for Carlotta. She was eager to try out her 
newly acquired domestic prowess in this fresh environment To- 
gether with the archducal treasurer, Jakob von Kuhacscvich, she 
mspected the estate. How many flowers she would have for her 
vases! What luscious oranges, pomegranates, figs, to be picked 
at sundown and gathered ia her little basket of gilt straw with 
its bow of blue moir^ ribbon. She fancied herself a second Marie 
Antoiaette, strenuously busy ia a rococo landscape oE perfumed 
rivulets, illumined grottoes and flowering pastures over which 
scrubbed cows were led on silken bands and milked into Dresden 
china buckets decorated with the Bourbon crest. Not that her 
own taste coincided with the atrocious Petit Trianon. The cows, 
the buckets and the perfume she could do without. But there was 
in her that same readiness to play house and imirafi* the outward 
gestures of living which had beset the ill-fated Queen of France. 

She started out bravely enough, reading up on botany and dis- 
cussing its finer points with her unlettered gardener. Maxi grew 







THE PROLOGUE 49 

stimulated by her energy. Endowed with those unprofitable ac- 
complishments which preserve royalty’s amateur standing, he 
ventured out into fields o£ his own and improved the shining 
hours vsdth painting and modeling. The results, be it said to 
his credit, discouraged him. He next developed literary inclina- 
tions. Recalling his early travels, he sat dovm and penned a series 
of memoirs, travel sketches, aphorisms and poems. They turned 
out much better than his sculptural efforts and preserved much that 
is revealing concerning his youth and later development. But these 
dilettante activities could not satisfy his innate craving for a man’s 
profession; nor could they still his re-awakened hunger for ad- 
venture and the sea. 

Carlotta, too, began to grow resdess. Music, letter-writing and 
embroidery, the feminine pastimes dE the age, held her attention 
briefly. She sang now and then, in her beautiful mezzo<x)ntralto 
voic^ the melodies that had lent magic to those vanished Italian 
nights. . . . She moved about with her quick step through 
marble corridors. But she knew she was going nowhere. 

This went on for months. They were bored, ht^lessly bored. 
They seemed, in fact, to have been forgotten. No one ever came 
to see them. Once, in the early viceregal days. King Leopdd 
had paid them a short visit at Monza. But that was long ago. In 
those days they had held— on however small a scale— a Court of 
their own. 

Suddenly, in the early 1860’s, Maxi could stand it no longer. He 
ordered a few bags packed, lifted his wife into a stage-coach, and 
set out with her for Vienna. The need for human contacts had 
become acute. 

The reception at the Hofburg was not exactly enthusiastic. 
Apparently the spook a Hungarian Pretender had not been 
laid. On the contrary, England, in the person of Lord John Rus- 
sell, had added to Franz Joseph’s misgivings. Government circles 
in London strongly advised Austria to place die Archduke Ferdi- 
nand Maximilian at the head o£ an independent Hungarian State. 
It appeared that during Maxi’s dash to the British Isles he had 
made a most favorable impression on the royal househedd; Vk- 
toria and Albert widiedhkawdQL die above reco«im«^tda- 
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tion, made through Count Corti after an interview with Lord 
Russell, the Archduke knew nothing. 

Franz Joseph’s aloofness and his suspicious attitude pained the 
visitors. They scarcely unpacked, not feeling certain of the length 
of their stay. Things had changed at the Hofburg, even more 
than during Maxi’s earlier absences. Empress Elisabeth had be- 
come a mother. Sophie, her oldest child, had died not long ago 
while the imperial family embarked on a journey to Budapest. 
But there were the others, Archduchess Gisela, and the baby. 
Crown Prince Rudolf. The former wore lace pantalettes emerging 
grotesquely under stiff tafifeta garments, while little RudolE scowled 
behind a diminutive hussar’s regalia. 

Carlotta was fascinated by the children but she saw little of 
them. A silent war seemed to be raging between Elisabeth and 
the Dowager Sophie over the prerogatives of the nursery. The 
Emperor’s mother, it was reported, had descended upon the babes 
and mapped out a schedule for their development Elisabeth, the 
rebel, objected and defied her mother-in-law at every turn. The 
air at the Hofburg was icy. 

Even so, a favorite tradition of the age was not neglected — the 
family photograph. Grouped about a hideous baroque sofa the 
imperial relatives gathered for a pose. The Emperor and his three 
brothers were lined up manfully in the background, with Carlotta 
standing beside Maximilian, her very pretty hand resting on his. 
Upon the couch sat Empress Elisabeth and the Dowager Sophie, 
with Gisela standing between them and Rudolf squirming on his 
mother’s knee. On an armchair to the right, wearing a silk topper 
and an exceedingly resigned expression, sat Sophie’s husband, the 
aging Archduke Franz Karl. He had come over from Prague and 
his brother Ferdinand’s dumplings in order to fill his place in the 
happy scene. 

llxe portrait having been taken, and the photographic plate de- 
posited m the famous archives of Raoul Korty in Vienna, there 
seemed to be no reason for prolonging the visit further. That 
which Maximilian and Carlotta had come to seek, the familiar 
routine and glamour of court life, was banished by a nursery feud. 

Dejected and sick at heart, the master and mistress of Miramar 
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departed. They came back to their sea-bordered mansion and the 
solitude of which poets dream. But neither was a poet, and it 
was not given them to fill the blessed void with anything but a 
desperate yearning for fellowship and action. Leisure, craved 
by men while they are bent in toil, can be fraught with tedium and 
inertia when attained. 

They reentered the white palace where nothing ever happened 
and time stood still. Drawing the curtains upon their melancholy, 
they shut out the moaning sea and clung to each other in piteous 
need. Their love, barren, meaningless like their destiny, must 
bear them up. Upon their love they must feed. 

Clinging thus, the one to the other, they fell into the half- 
slumber that was their night and the half-waking that was their 
day. Not sorrow, nor anger, nor ilbess took pity on them by 
casting a gleam of reality into their isolated peace. They ate off 
gold and silver plates and went hungry. Their silken couch brought 
no relief from weariness. Busy with idle, fruitless tasks, they f oimd 
their life one gigantic game of double solitaire which in die end, 
if solved, left nothing. 

Was dieirs the plight of normality? Did all men who were 
bom to be cog-wheels in a vast related whole grow sickeningly 
faint when forced into a cul-de-sac where they must face that 
enervating sense of “going it” alone ? And the deserted island, the 
“away from it all,” the casde in thin air— could these make up a 
goal fit only for the abnormal or the supernormal ? Genius must 
sturdy break away from the human fold and walk on isolated 
peaks. But Miramar did not harbor genius. The Archduke and 
his wife were average people scanning the heavens for their lucky 
star. 

It was not to be wondered at that die flare oi an artificial rocket, 
ignited by the flames of transoceanic passions and tinted by the 
imagination of a Gallic showman who was obsessed with a gloire 
fixation, diould sweep them their fe^ 

They were ready to be sw^ off dieir feet. Theirs was a heart 
for any fate. . . . 
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THE PLOT 
Chapter 1 

The Empress Eug6iie did not enjoy thinking about her past. 
And yet her past was far more colorful than her future. It was 
bourgeois and richly flavored with the pungent atmosphere of 
the ancestral “pub.” It had all the sparkle and tang of her grand- 
sire’s famous Malaga grapes, but Eug&uc hated grapes. Her fine 
aquiline nose snified disdainfully at all varieties, and more em- 
phatically at the sweety full-bodied, white sort from the above 
named province. 

And yet, it was this innocent fruit which had made for her 
grandfather, the immigrant Caledonian wine merchant, Mr. Kirk- 
patrick, a handsome fortune which the services of his comely 
daughter— as dispenser of the paternal beverage— in no way un- 
dermined. Nor did the crude tone which prevailed in the jolly 
tavern prove too much for that young lady. She Hked the cus- 
tomers right well, a frame of mind which met with reciprocity. 
For among the ntimerous habitues there appeared one day a 
susceptible elderly Spanish artillery colonel who, though totally 
unhampered by any matrimonial intentions, fell blindly (he had 
only one eye) in love with her ripe charms. 

Sirice the girl was intelligent and knew the value of good mer- 
chandising, her blushing maneuvers soon drew from the deaepit 
suitor the well-calculated price she had set upon herself. There 
was a fine wedding and fortune came to her aid in that the bride- 
groom’s elder brother died. This made her heiress to a string of 
degant titles. With a true Spanish flair for nomenclature she was 
able to call herself Duquesa de Pefiaranda, Condesa de Teba, as 
wdl as Marquesa de Moya, and in her odd moments die was al- 
lowed to play with such additional and senorous surnatspes 
Guzmin, Puotocarreroi, lyafoK and de Montija 
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The bridal couple moved to Granada in Andalucia where the 
duchess prompdy and cheerfully gave birth to a daughter, Fran- 
cisca, and another soon thereafter, Maria Eugenia. This second 
child, bom on May 5, 1826, first saw the light of day in a rustic 
garden tent whither the duchess had been carried during an in- 
convenient earthquake. The happy occasion boasted another dis- 
tinctive feature over the more ordinary birth of little Paca, the 
older child. Maria Eugenia had been born exactly five years— to 
the day — ^after Napoleon I was found dead on the island of St. 
Helena. As soon as this mUd historical coincidence became known 
to idle gypsies of the region a wave of agreeable prophecies was 
showered upon the infant’s cradle, for the Romanies, given a 
reasonable starting-point, accomplish wonders. 

But the future joys of such significant motherhood did not com- 
pletely absorb the convalescent duchess. For the time being, her 
aging husband’s mental dulness was relieved by the pleasurable 
conversation of a chance acquaintance. Prosper M6rim6e, who was 
visiting Spain in search of literary inspiration (and would leave 
it again with the plot of a gypsy cigarette girl whose fickleness 
ends in bloodshed outside a Sevilla bull-ring). 

Since aging husbands also don’t wear well romantically, an 
amiable cavalry general named Narviez supplied more intimate 
diversion. This gentleman was influential at the Court in Madrid 
and succeeded in advancing the ambitious duchess to the rank of 
a first lady-in-waiting to the adolescent Queen Isabella II. But a 
careless flirtation with an Italian swindler soon deprived the spir- 
ited lady of the general’s friendship and her position at Court, 
as well as the assorted family jewds (with the exception of such 
sentimentally valued pieces as came from the Kirkpatrick side). 

At this point the duk^ Don Manud Fem^dez de Fefiaranda, 
Count of Teba and Mondjo, became irritated. He removed his 
two children from the Sacri-Cosur convent and sent them away 
with their mother. A very attractive fife opened now before the 
enterprising ex-Attendant of the Royal Beddiamber. She divided 
her time between London or Paris, and the Riviera, making al- 
ways the most useful acquaintances. Wherever she settled down, 
her house became at once a center of interest, and in her salon 
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congregated the noblest, most influential and most amusing gen- 
tlemen of the age. To be sure, they did not bring their ladies. 

In 1839 the old duke had the good taste to die. Polite historians 
of the romantic school dwelled fondly on the grief of a bereft 
spouse and her orphaned babies. The sober fact seems to be, 
however, that with her daughters— who were now fifteen and 
seventeen years of age— the widow decided to reconquer Madrid. 

She arrived in a curtain of black crSpe and swooped down at 
the feet of her abandoned General Narviez. The retired cavalry- 
man, who had not grown younger with the passing years, attrib- 
uted this extraordinary outburst of devotion to his own enduring 
seductiveness and, like most men in a similar predicament, was 
overcome by the attendant obligation. He promised to do wtat 
he could, which was plenty. 

This time it was not for herself that the duchess sought ad- 
vancement. She was well past her prime and she knew it. But 
a future must be carved for her daughters. Narvlcz called upon 
his entire store of eloquence and the Queen, whose youth was short 
of memory, allowed herself to be persuaded. She accepted both 
girls as attendants in her suite. 

Experience had been a good teacher. While the slender brunette 
Francisca and the red-haired plump Eug6nie (French schools had 
altered the name) dazzled every one with their fresh exuberance, 
the shrewd mother surveyed the marriage horizon for such pos- 
sibilities as it might contain. 

Among the more prominent satellites revolving about her beau- 
tiful girls was the Duke of Berwick and Alba, one of the first 
grandees of Spain and a direct descendant of the renowned, if 
fearsome. Governor of the Netherlands. Since it proved difficult 
to determine which one of the young ladies had conquered his 
heart, and “gossip was beginning to imply that he did exceedingly 
well with both,” the duchess arranged a private interview during 
which she presented his Grace with a curt ultimatum. The em- 
barrassed Alba meditated and decided hastily upon Paca. A door 
was <q)ened with dignity, and the girls— who had stood behind it, 
eavesffiopping— were notified of the outcome. 

While Francisca received a meter’s moist congratulation^ and 
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a prospective bridegroom’s formal embrace, the humiliated Eu- 
g^e swallowed poison. She was found stretched out on her 
bed, with glassy eyes and a purple face. Though it was possible 
to save her life, nothing could soothe her outraged spirit, her in- 
jured vanity and flaming pride. 

Voluptuous of form and incredibly rash of disposition, she yet 
was neither a passionate nor an emotional creature. Behind her 
pale blue eyes lingered a mind as tranquil as it was lacking in 
brilliance, but a min d that had been fed from earliest childhood 
on one single substance — ^ambition. Frustration could mean but 
one thing: a complete distortion of social values and mental bal- 
ance. 

Henceforth she could not restrain her vain desires. She wished 
to be firsts the most beautiful, the most elegant, the most admired 
of women. Only thus could her wounded ego erase the shame of 
having been jilted. With unheard-of extravagance she designed 
fantastic costumes, bathing suits, hair ornaments— appearing with 
her creations in startled court circles. When the novelty of this 
wore off she donned native or gypsy attire, and visited the bull-ring, 
dressed as a man. Nothing could check her hunger for display. 
Before very long the baffled Queen was scandalized and, ten years 
after her mother’s unfortunate dismissal, Eug^aie was dispatched 
in haste from the royal entourage. 

Her first reaction was one of utter despondency. She would 
take the veil and bury herself in a convent. But the duchess, armed 
with a Baedeker and some travel charts, soon dispelled such 
gloomy notions. London was selected as a temporary residence 
and into Eug^iie’s life stepped a short, taciturn gentleman with 
lengthy waxed moustachios and a melancholy stare. He was 
Prince Charles Louis Napoleon (son of King lx>uis of Holland) 
who, after the failure of his first coup d’6tat, had just escaped 
from a six-year imprisonment at the Belgian ch^lteau of Ham and 
was now living as an exile in England. 

Since nursery days Eug6aie had been made famili ar with the 
Napoleonic cult. As a child of eight she had sat on the knees of 
Stendhal, whom the obliging M&rim^e had introduced to the 
Montijo home, and listened wide-eyed to the glorious legend of 
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the brave Corsican. Later, on the seashore in the South of France, 
she had caught sight of the Pretender who with his mother. Queen 
Hortcnse (n& Bcauharnais), travded about in search of support- 
ers for his cause. And now he was in London, still searching. 

The possibilities inherent in a well plaimed “chance” meeting 
became at once apparent. Despite rumors of a compromising at- 
tachment to a certain Miss Howard (whose millions were poured 
generously into Bonapartist propaganda) the Spanish duchess 
drew Prince Louis into her circle. His eyes were allowed to rest, 
a trifle hungrily, upon the white shoulders of Eugdiie. 

When, in 1848, the Orl&ns dynasty (a branch of the Bourbons) 
was overthrown. King Louis Philippe and his Queen Marie Amdie 
hastened to that haven of royal exiles, Dover. The Pretender in 
turn floated across the Chaimd toward Calais while the Mondjo 
ladies packed their trunks, prepared to spend a hectic s umm er at 
Spa and the following winter at Brussds, with eyes fixed on Paris. 
Here, in a deceptive pose of democratic idealism. Prince Louis had 
meanwhile succeeded in being elected President of the Second 
Republic, but after a year of oratory and hand-shakmg his ultimate 
goal became apparent. By his second coup of December, 1851, 
he proclaimed himself Napoleon III, Emperor of the French (a 
mythical Napoleon II having long smee passed into oblivion within 
the shadows of a Viennese castle). 

In the congenial company of a Rothschild banker and an enam- 
ored Spanish princelet (de Camcrata, who later obligingly com- 
mitted suicide), Eug6nie and her mother arrived in Paris. They 
r'?furbished their finery, preened before the dull mirror of an 
d>scure pension and set out to drop calling cards. But the Em- 
peror seemed less accessible than in those ardent London days. 
He had bought an Almcmach de Gotha. He had sent secret em- 
issaries to the four vtunds. He was furthermore absorbed in 
settling earlier obligations. A contralto singer by the name (A 
Gordon must be agreeably pensioned. A little laundress, Alex- 
andrine, la Belle Sabotiire (known later as “Madame Sans Gfene”) 
who had comforted the exalted prisoner at Ham, claimed a modest 
mementa The {urodigal Miss Howard who had made those k^nS 
mu^ be tactfully induced to accept the cortxiet of a badiekr 
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jtesse in place of a cherished sprig of imperial orange blossom. And 
lasdy, there was an actual betrothal to a lovely Miss Rowles of 
Camden Place, Chislehurst, Kent, to be canceled — for it had been 
contracted in ^ys when the hope of accession seemed altogether 
chimerical. 

In tim^ however, all pending business had been discharged and 
the Emperor’s emissaries were returning from their discreet rodeo 
o£ European Courts. They brought the astonishing news that 
every princess between the ages of sixteen and sixty was either 
engaged or otherwise involved in a maimer most remarkable 
among marriageable competitors whose range of choice was of 
.laecessity all too limited. 

The forty-five-year-old nuptial candidate took the hint. Making 
%|virmc of his quandary, he composed that exemplary note which 
%cr after was to remain the proudest trophy in the Montijo files. 
(He addressed the duchess as Countess de Teba, a practise cur- 
jpat among the society of the times which did not wish to accord 
Kirkpatrick lady quite her due.) 

“Palace of the Tuilcries 

1 . “January 15th, 1853. 

f*Madame la Comtesse: 

“It is for a long time that I have loved mademoiselle your 
f^ughter and that I have desired to make her my wife. I 
then, to-day, to ask you for her hand, since only she 
IwQuld be capable of bringing me happiness, nor is anyone 
worthy of wearing a crown. I shall beg you, in the event 
your consenting, not to reveal this project until we have 
l^jtaode our arrangements. 

^Ir*%^vei madame, my assurance of sincere friendship. 

S “Napoleoit.’* 

! motitcr thus addressed suffered delightful palpitations of 
ffeaftt. Truly she had come up in the world. Goya had painted 
r-|ojffraii^ a duke had married her first child, and an emperor 
^ii^iioed the second. ... As for the pretty maid in question, 
experienced the full intoxication of triumph. From the 
crest Of de Montijo the odious snub of Alba had been 
lout . . . 
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That the gilt crown surmounting the carriage (which was once 
used by Josephine and Marie Louise on their way to the altar) 
tumbled oS as Eugenie arranged herself upon the cushions did 
not lessen her triumph. But the Emperor’s subsequent interpreta- 
tion of marital fidelity did. 

Soon after the wedding, while she sat at fevorable angles to a 
gallant painter named Frangob Xavier Winterhalter and smiled 
benignandy upon her bevy of ladies-in-waiting, her chief preoc- 
cupation was to discover which of them betrayed her currendy with 
his Majesty. Winterhalter, whose contribution to the world’s art 
galleries is an assortment of prepost^ous dynastic belles (all 
done in oil after a chaste and slighdy insipid matrix), remained 
blissfully unconscious of his sovereign’s emotional malaise. He 
pursued his brushwork charmingly, portraying the court trollops 
as they gathered in dulcet attendance upon their loved mistress. 
But the poison that was slowly consuming the heart of his Empress 
he could not distil. It appears nowhere on his many canvases. 

Humiliated as a woman, Eugenie became a politician. She had 
long ago dropped the old air of frivolity, and, with an eye to the 
delicate matter of her international prestige had adopted a re- 
served and dignified poise. There now remained no trace of the 
sobriquet “adventuress” which her former conduct had earned 
for her. If Disradi commented maliciously on her “Chinese eyes, 
and that perpetual smile or simper which 1 detest,” the English 
statesman must have overlooked the superb self-contrd practised 
by this woman who henceforth had but one aim in- life. With a 
hu^and who grew daily more dissipated and diseased, she seized 
upon every means of strengthening her own position. Whole- 
heartedly she threw herself into the task of becoming invaluable to 
France. 

Her great hobby was history, and she indulged this satisfying 
penchant with all the talents at her disposal. Her own checkered 
career had automatically made her an accomplished linguist Also, 
public imagination had focused for years on individual person- 
alities and the power of supermen; the ghost of a superman loomed 
still darkly from Elba ar^ the South Atlantic over the we^em 
world. Bugle’s thinking was colored by the thinking ot the 
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age. She read history in its most attractive form, biography. From 
Josephine Beauhamais (n^e Tascher) whom the Great Napoleon 
cast aside for a more profitable match, from playful Marie An- 
toinette who lost her head, she learned what not to do. The 
matriarchs of antiquity, the Medici viragoes and the Russian Eka- 
terinas taught her more positive tricks. 

She emiched her idle hours at Fontainebleau, CompiSgne, St. 
Cloud, with study. Always she had detested serious music; now, 
seeing herself supplanted by ever-changing ballroom rivals, even 
dancing wearied her. She cut a fine figure in the saddle, but 
since the birth of a Child of France (the Prince Imperial), court 
physicians opposed horseback riding for the Empress. Only one 
passion of her youth remained — she still loved bull-fights. She 
was a Spaniard still. "AdiSs torosl" she had once written. “I 
have become Empress of the French!” But he, Louis, made little 
of her. And so she returned to bull-fights, the Sefiorita de 
Montijo. . . . 

At the imperial summer villa in Biarritz, quaintly referred to 
as “Our Nest,” the mortifications endured in Paris fell from her. 
Just across the frontier, bathed in glaring sunlight, lay the land that 
was once her home. At Pamplona on the Spanish side, and Ba- 
yonne on the French, black Miura bulls were challenged by mata- 
dores who wore spangles and satin for their dance with death. 

From her box the Empress of France applauded, her eyes glued 
to the arena. 



Chapter 2 


It was along the dust 7 carriage road to Bayonne, one lazy sumnaet 
afternoon in 1858, that a sallow-faced gentleman waved frantic and 
persuasive hands in an effort to attract the attention of an imperial 
coachman. The coachman, it so happened, had a good memory 
and was not to be attracted. Early that year he had driven “Mous- 
tachu” as the Emperor of France was called, to the opera in Paris 
for a performance of 'Wilhelm Tell. But the Orsini conspirators 
had posted themselves along the boulevards and pelted the mon- 
arch’s barouche with silk-wrapped hand grenades. Although the 
January night was cold, Napoleon and Eugenie had sweated pro- 
fusely when at length they reached safety and the reassuring strains 
of Rossini’s overture. 

No, the Biarritz coachman preferred not to stop. Besides, bull- 
fights began punctually at three-fifteen and the Empress prided 
herself on never being late. The shiny black horses clop-dopped 
steadily on. 

Just then Eug^e herself caught sight of the swarthy gentleman 
who was loping across the road, about to be envelc^ed in a cloud 
of dust. Something in his face and manner struck her as familiar. 
She ordered the carriage to halt 

Her keen eye had not been mistaken. The individual with the 
semaphore arms turned out to be an old acquaintance by name 
of Josf Manuel Hidalgo y Esnaurrizar. For reasons now forgotten, 
his fiunily enjoyed papal benedictions “unto the third generati<m” 
and figured prominently in the best Spanish circles. Being related 
to the large Guzmin clan Andaluda and Mexico, Senor Hidalgo 
had frequently visited in the former salon of the Montijo ladies. 
He once served as secretary to the Mexican Legation in London 
and was later appointed to a similar post in Paris. But he had more 
specific interests in private life. For many years he had assumed 
leadership over a large group of Mexican, fmigr& who drified 
about the watering resorts of ^ Old World while their far-away 
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country went through one of its violent party upheavals. Slender 
and slightly foppish in appearance, he was possessed of exquisite 
maimers, talked well and made himself instantly agreeable to 
ladies. The Empress Eug6nie was no exception. She bade Hi- 
dalgo at once to step into her black-lacquered landau, while the 
disapproving Pepa, her Majesty’s factotum, was relegated to a 
collapsible scat upon which she made the remaining journey rid- 
ing backward. 

The injured feelings of a piqued waiting-woman would hardly 
have rendered that drive to Bayonne worth recording. Yet a drive 
it was, tremendous and dramatic in its consequences, for the soft 
rumble of those wheels would one day send an echo from a little 
town named Quer6taro around the civilized world, and the sym- 
phony of galloping hoofs would change to the aack of muskets 
on an execution site. 

Not that the Empress ctf France was troubled by such augury. 
On the contrary, she felt delighted at the unexpected pleasure of 
masculine attendance and was more than eager for an exchange of 
gossip concerning mutual friends in Madrid. Hidalgo humored 
her, reporting with assiduous attention to detail some of the more 
juicy scandals that engrossed the capital on the Manzanares. But 
presently he turned to other matters and the ear of his companion 
was caught by a mad fantastic outpour of oratory. 

Such was the trend of the conversation which now followed 
that the Empress had difficulty in pursuing her intentions as re- 
garded the Corrida de Toros scheduled for that afternoon. Glow- 
ing with suppressed excitement she drew up a swift plan for the 
following day. Her husband was coming down to “Our Nest” 
for the week-end. Two seedy Inffintas had stopped at the hotel, 
and there was a Russian Grand Duke who adored picnics. It 
would be simple to organize an excursion out to sea, with hard- 
boiled eggs and everything. When sailing, L’Empcrcur always sat 
near the helm, pretending to guide the ship. Thae was Hiddgo’s 
chance I He must repeat, word for word, Ac gigantic scheme with 
which he had just starded her. He must repeat it into the navi- 
gating monarch’s ear. 

According to a letter written by Eug&dc to her mother the very 
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next nigh^ as well as Hidalgo’s description in his Notas Secretas, 
the picnic was a complete success. While bobbing along over 
the choppy waves of Biscay the Emperor of the French had listened 
tensely to a graphic word-picture of conditions in a wretched place 
called Mexico, where vegetation and population were equally 
savage in character, and political schisms tore the country in 
half. As a result of such disorders, innocent people like the 6mi- 
gr& whom the speaker represented (and who seemed invariably 
to attach themselves to the losing party) were forced to spend an 
unhappy existence far from their homdand. It was at tUs stage 
that EGdalgo, who was born overseas yet burned with a fierce 
monarchic ardor, cleared his throat for a climax in his speech. 

“Docs your Majesty realize,” he cried, “that an ^ccptional op- 
portunity beckons here to a monarch of discernment?” 

“No,” said Napoleon agog, “what for?” 

‘To build a French empire beyond the Atlantic. To save Cathol- 
icism, as well as the Latin races, from being engulfed by uncouth 
Anglo-Saxons and their mercenary culture!” 

This was not all that the eloquent patriot spouted. Warm- 
ing up to his subjea, he skipped from one rebus to another. Who 
did his Majesty suppose supplied the poor Mexicans with deadly 
ammunitions for their fratriddal wars? 

“Well, who?” asked Napoleon. 

“The United States, fittingly termed the Colossus of the North! 
One must stem the Yankee tide which sweeps downward over 
the Western Hemisphere.” 

The idea was well expressed. It struck a re^onsc in Eug&ie’s 
pious heart and rufOled her Spanish feathers. She could not but re- 
sent this allusion to the gradual immolation of her own race on 
a continent once gloriously a part of Spain. Of course Hidalgo 
was canny. She noticed that, in addressing a French monarch of 
Italian and West Indian ancestry, he had chosen a collective term 
embracing the Latin peoples as a whole. Spain alone did not cenmt 
nowadays. 

If he was caimy, Senor Hidalgo was also well informed. He 
knew that this Napoleon, sometimes referred to as *‘Le in 
contrast to his nnde “he had boen thwarted by the Uniti^ 
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States in his project of digging a handy canal through Nicaragua. 
He recalled that during years of long exile, this Bonaparte had 
occupied a hall bedroom at the Hotel Washington on Broadway, 
and that he had left New York after a fortnight, carrying with him 
the usual tourist’s encompassing knowledge of American affairs. 
In short, no one was ever in doubt but that L’Empereur could 
always be enticed into a debate on the subject of the New World. 

As a sequel to these preliminary causeries the French Court now 
turned in a body to the pursuit of the Empress’s hobby, the peru- 
sal of ancient histories. Under Hidalgo’s guidance the more read- 
able tomes on Aztec lore and Spanish Conquest were fetched from 
the Bibliothique Nationale and spread out on the tables in L’Em- 
pereur’s smdy. There were days, nay weeks, of spasmodic reading, 
and a great many interesting things came to light. 

To begin with, no one in the imperial entourage had ever 
thought that the American continent possessed a history. Charts, 
codices and chronological tables now laid bare the startling evi- 
dence that such a history not only existed but that it seemed to pre- 
date all recordings of civilized Europe. 

Laboriously bent over a map, the amateur scholars recaptured 
vaguely familiar landmarks. Here before their eyes, tinted in pas- 
tel shades, lay the Cuba of Columbus, the Florida of Ponce de 
Ledn, Cabeza dc Vaca’s grim Southwest, Pizarro’s high Peril, 
Valdivia’s Chile. , . . And up there in the heart of the great 
hemisphere the Mexico of Hemin Cort&. That Mexico which 
centuries ago had known temples and pyramids rivaling those of 
Egypt^ and cities, splendors, riches that equaled the pomp of 
Oriental potentates. An empire in the true sense of the word, 
a federation of states, ruled by an elected prince, Motecuhzoma 
(Severe Man), whom the Spaniards called Moctezuma or Monte- 
zuma. 

On long strips of woven silk-cotton fiber called ceiidn the story 
was told, in graceful hieroglyphics, of how the Aztecs came down 
from the North and settled in the blue Vale of Andhuac after 
conquering all creatures within sight Their capital, Tenochtidin, 
was a city of three hundred thousand inhabitants who rejoiced 
in aquatic sports, for their streets were the water, causeways of a 
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great lagoon. Chapultepec, the Emperor’s palace on Grasshopper 
Hill (Aztec: chaptdin—m&tct of the genus Gryllus, which once 
infested the spot; tepee— mexxoA), was a magnificent place. It 
boasted thousands of beautiful handmaidens, frescoed ball courts 
where the princes played a kind of jai-alai game, crystal baths, and 
a menagerie— a thing hitherto unsown in Europe. Gold-<iust, 
preserved in vessels of fixed capacity, was used as ordinary cur- 
rency, while silver was esteemed so litde that streets were paved 
with it. This prodigality extended to food and other necessities 
which would elsewhere have been deemed luxuries. Chocolate 
(Aztec: chocolad) was extracted from the cacao plant and used as 
a beverage. For centuries past every one smoked tobacco, a luxury 
introduced into civilized Europe at a comparatively recent date. 

Napoleon III loved his cigars and he was impressed by the me- 
nagerie. Holding 'his small son Loulou on the imperial lap, he cc- 
pounded some of the less complicated data like the cocoa bean, the 
cisatlantic Deluge which did not agree with that of the Holy 
Land, and the Aztec Noah who was called Cox-Cox. Eug£ni^ 
too, felt her imagination caught by the spell of ancient legend. . . . 

“From his couch Motecuhzoma rose, 

Descended steps of lapis 
Lazuli and pearl. 

Slaves hastened to tmfurl 
The Emperor’s robe 
And so their God entered the pool 
Of crystal waters. 

“From his bath Motecuhzoma rose 
And stood upon a dais ci amber, 

Jeweled daughters 

Of princes wiped his splendid form 

And dusted it with bronze. 

“A tale was tdid 

Over the earth (rf El Dorado, 

TTie Gilded One, 

Vfbo bathed in podh of g<^l 
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And from a country poor— 

Though not obscure, 

As Spain then was, — 

There came bold squires, 

Rogues, adventurers and friars 
Hungry for treasure. 

“The Emperor’s pleasure 
Grew boundless; guileless vanity 
Invited the foe her splendor to see! 

THie stranger stared 
And, sullen, glared — 

... It need not be told how AnShuac fared. . . .” 

“We have a very simpMco proverb,” announced Senor Hidalgo 
at this juncture, “which grew out of the fate the Americas suffered. ” 

Eugenie begged to hear it and the Mexican again cleared his 
threat. He recited: 

“Charming lady, be not too bold 
Lest you tempt like Aztec gold. . . .” 

There was a rustling sound and a little chuckle of delight across 
the paper-strewn table. Yes, that was very simpdtico indeed. Na- 
poleon, having had enough smdy for tc^ay, cheerfully left the 
room. There he goe% thought Eug6nie, at the mere mention of 
temptation. . . . 

Stifling her inevitable chagrin, die forced her mind back to 
that which was at hand. Fiercely she concentrated on a figure of 
nobler proportions, a hero of her own race, who “with five hun- 
dred infantry, sixteen horsemen, a handful of small cannon with 
stone cannon balls, and thirteen muskets" had subdued a giant 
nation several million strong. The exploits of Cort6s, beginning 
on Good Friday, 1519, at La Villa Rica de la Vera Quz and ending 
with the establishment of a university at Mexico City in 1551, 
filled her with an almost personal pride. 

And now, with still deqper satisfaction she discovered for her- 
self the actual statistics involved in the famous “Hoody” Conquest 
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of New Spain. She learned that, despite their high degree of ma- 
terial civilization, tl^ Aztecs had already entered upon a period 
of decline. The chronicler of the Conqmsta, Bernal Diaz del 
Castillo, found them idolatrous and given to abominable h uman 
sacrifice of such enormity that it amounted to race-suicide. Sooth- 
sayers moaned: 

“Where is the White God Quetzalcoad? 

Whence shall he come? 

For Anihuac is a woman who has slain her children 

And gives birth no more. ...” 

In truth, the entire Conquest did not take a toll of lives com- 
parable to the number of victims slaughtered by debauched priests 
on a single Aztec holiday. For a while, a considerable portion 
of the cruel Spaniard’s time was spent in opening small cages 
wherein these sorcerers kept thousands of boys and virgins for 
the purpose of fattening them to a shapeliness pleasing to the gods. 
For every flower-garlanded, carved stairway leading up to the 
summit of the teocdli, or temple-pyramids, there was a correq)ond- 
ing steep decline leading back to eartL Here in a never-ending 
stream of blood the mound of corpses grew. Warriors and little 
children, dancing upward on one side with ritual chants upon their 
lip% were tossed over the gore-spattered abyss after the living 
heart had been torn from their breasts. . . . 

And only fifteen years after such happenings Mexico City opened 
its first printer’s shop! In 1537 America’s first book, ^cda Es- 
piritud, by Juan Climaco, was published. 

When contrasted with more efficient Nordic ideas of coloniza- 
tion, Spanish methods seem almost childishly naiv^ for the latter 
favored survival of conquered peoples, while the former started 
toward colonial prosperity on a slate wiped ruthlessly dean. Ex- 
cept in battle Cortfs did not kill. After the power of the Spanish 
Grown had b^ established, Spaniards and Mexicans intermarried. 

In New England the pious Pilgrim Fathers, bualy shooting bad 
Indians and wresting their patrimony from them, sent ships back 
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home for their own women. Amalgamation versus extermination. 

The logical historic sequence is clear. With the exception of 
a few decimated Indian tribes living on government reservations, 
America, north of the Rio Grande, was populated by pure-bred 
Europeans who were able to transplant their customs without un- 
due delay. Only the forcible importation of Africans has marred 
the salubrity of that picture. 

With the Portuguese and Spanish colonies matters took a dif- 
ferent course. The sons of the land survived. To-day Latin 
America is eighty-five per cent. Indian. 

The whole question invites a parable. One may move mto an- 
other man’s house and be confronted with the obstreperous owner 
firmly planted on his door-step, demanding the interloper’s evacu- 
ation. But one does not wish to evacuate. Here is a dilemma. 

It can be solved by cither of two very practicable schemes. The 
. owner can be locked up in a closet or reservation (reserved for 
his very own use). Here, through lack of air and exercise, he 
will eventually lose his appetite and stop vexing any one. Thac 
will be peace and, at the most, the outlay of a sympathetic funeral. 

The second scheme seems more humane, although it is untidy 
and has met with the tolerant scorn of those who practised the first. 
In the second instance the protesting owner is allowed the freedom 
of his domain— under one conditiem— he must assimilate the 
stranger who has come to share his roof. This does not make for 
peace. At least, not immediately. It makes for discord which 
must broil and seethe for generations to come, although at length 
there should be a rather beautiful truce. 

At any rate, the world has “ruthless, cruel Spain” to thank for 
the national survival of true Americans on the American continent 
as something more than an exhibit of . . . 

In Mexico the above named process of assimilation continued 
for some three hxmdred years ^er the death of Cort&, during 
which time no fewer than sixty-two viceroys ruled in succession 
over the colony. These gentlemen had been recruited for the 
most part from aristocratic families with flamboyant Spanish es- 
cutcheons. They introduced into the land oi cactus blossoms and 
obsddian tools the churrigueresque refinements of their caste. 
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Oxen, horses and even donkeys having been unknown, the Aztecs 
had regarded the first mounted white men as centaurs of super- 
natural and godlike power. But horsemanship soon captivated 
native and conqueror alike. The tight-fitting garb of (^stilian 
cdbdleros vm modified into the sturdy chwrro lig, while wide 
brims of swagger madrileno hats were added to the btimless peaks 
of Toltec and Nahua helmets, thus producing the unique som- 
brero jarano of modern times. The picture of colonial Mexico 
came into being, vnth porticoes and archways blendmg into the 
pattern of A^tec angles and planes. The arabesques of iron grille- 
work vied with geometric stone-carving of earlier days and, most 
significant of all, the blood-soaked pyramids crumbled before the 
advent of the Catholic Church. The Mexico of Montezuma, al- 
ready doomed to self-destruction, was slowly forced into the mold 
imposed by strong new masters. 



Chapter 3 


No GOVERNMENT is possiblc without force. No human society 
submits to law and order simply because it has been invited to do 
so, and no formulations of law and order have ever been wholly 
disinterested. The Spanish viceroys certainly were no different 
from politicians the world over. They believed in filling their 
own pockets while proclaiming the wisdom and glory of Spain. 
They lorded it over awed Indian subjects just as, on their seigniorial 
estates in Asturias or Aragdn, high-born grandees were lording it 
over the lesser gentry and the tenants of their particular districts. 
The conquered Aztecs, released from far heavier bondage, bowed 
meekly to their new tyrants, grateful that at least the constant levy 
of warriors for battle and new-born babes for sacrificial meat had 
come to an end. 

Three centuries long their meekness endured. Then something 
happened in the great white country to the north. Hie English- 
speakiag colonies that had been subject to the British Crown broke 
suddenly away from the mother country. Their Declaration of 
Independence, issued on a memorable July 4, 1776, flared across 
the horizon, lighting the fires of unrest throughout the western 
world. In France, the giddy Marie Antoinette had been queen for 
two years and was playing Watteau shepherdess; while at Ajaccio 
on the isle (£ Corsica a stubborn lad! with a bulging head gave 
his mother, Donna Laedtia Ramolino Buonaparte, no end of worry 
because he did not seem to grow. Yet only a dozen years later 
there was murder and famine on Paris streets; and France rushed 
headlong into the cataclysm <rf her Revdution. The tocsin of 
liberti, l^gditS, Fraternity resounded across the seas and Latin 
America took up the refrain. 

Hot-headed counterparts to Washington and Robespierre began 
to aop up along the fuU length of the cordilleras. The torch of 
freedom and the Phrygian cap beguiled the fancy of patriots on the 
Amazon, the La Plata, at Cuzco, and below the Rio Grande. 

72 



THE PLOT 73 

In Mexico, a sixty-year-old priest^ Miguel Hidalgo y Costilla, 
began the Indian insurrection under the banner of the dark Ma- 
donna of Guadalupe. With his loosdy assembled proselytes he 
marched upon the capital, only to be routed by the disciplined 
troops of the viceroy, who imprisoned the leader and had him exe- 
cuted. But the fight was soon taken up by another priest, Josf 
Maria Morelos; the soldier, Vicente Guerrero; and the cavalier, 
Don Agustin de Iturbide. The last named of these three was a highr 
minded nobleman of Spanish parentage, bom at Valladolid (now 
Morelia) in Michoadin. He was destined to become a figure 
strangely parallel to that other champion of pseudo-liberalism, 
Napoleon the Great. 

Like the stripling from Ajaccio, Iturbide saw the wrongs of 
inflexible autocracy and fell in with the prophets of a new age. 
Like Napoleon, he caught up the poorly organized insurgents at a 
moment when their cause faltered, and led them to victory. Next, 
at Iguala, on February 24, 1821, Iturbide evolved a Mexican Dec- 
laration of Independence with a pleasant clause by the terms of 
which h^ Don Agustin, became constitutional head of the nation. 

But soon after, perhaps in unconscious imitation of the First 
Consul of the French Republic, he had come to doubt the wisdom 
of government by the coasses. He wondered if Mexico’s mestizo 
population would prove anything but a handicap to independent 
order. Napoleon, facing no racial problem, wondered the same 
and peremptorily cleared up the matter by declaring himselE 
emperor. ]^y, 1822, saw Iturbide following suit The palace 
on the Plaza Mayor, vacated only recently by the last Viceroy, Don 
Francisco de Novdla, vtras dusted and put in readiness for its 
new occupant. 

Mexico’s Second Empire was destined to be short-lived. After 
a precarious winter of balancing the crown upon his head the 
usurper was forced to abdicate and flee to Europe. Unable to be- 
come reconciled to the life of an esdle he returned once more, like 
Napoleon from Elba, hoping to be met by a crowd of faithful 
adherents. But on landing in disguise at Soto la Marina he was 
arrested, brought before the Icgiskture d Tamaulipa^ and con- 
demned to death. 
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During the next thirty years the affairs of the young republic 
were outrageously misnianaged by a political juggler and un- 
principled r<^e who had served under Iturbidc and later turned 
upon his benefactor. Antonio L6pez de Santa Ana, a man with a 
- purchase price for aijy party, became president or dictator no less 
tKan six times. Under his arbitrary and wretched rule Mexico 
lost Texas to the United States. Due to constant bribery and theft 
the treasury fell into a state of chronic depletion and the govern- 
ment cheerfully saddled the people with a crushing foreign debt. 
This was indeed worse than anything the country had experienced 
imder the viceregal system. A large group of conservatives, mostly 
educated and wealthy Creole^ were beginning to wonder whether 
an absolute and independent monarchy under a prince of royal 
blood was not after all the only ciA^ed form of authority. 
Democracy assuredly offered too many temptations to recreant up- 
starts. 

One of the capital’s aristocrats, Jos^ Maria Gutierrez de Es' 
trada, wrote a memorandum in which he warned his fellow- 
countrymen that “if two more decades pass in the same state of 
anarchy as the years since the rupture vrith Spain, the star-spangled 
banner of North America will float over the National Palace in 
Mexico Qty.” 

To Santa Ana and the various political groups hoping for their 
turn at the republican coffers, Guti^rez and his partisans became 
a serious danger. Steps were immediately taken against the more 
prominent members of the Conservative Party, Their property 
was CMifiscated and countless families were banished to Europe. 

Here they settled in the suimier portions of France and, as Ae 
yean went by, took a fency to Continental modes of living. The 
great cities of the Old Wwld impressed them. They yearned 
to reooQ^ruct their own semi-savage homeland and develop its 
resources afto: amilar patterns. Glittering monarchies and em- 
pires being die current style, they longed more than ever for an 
improvement upon the Iturbide experiment, this rime with the aid 
trf a genuine European dynasty. 

The ^ted and verbo^ Josi Manuel Hidalgo (no relation to 
the sddier-priest) whom the Empress Eugene had plotted on the 
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road to Bayonne was the self-appointed spokesman for Mexico’s 
6nigr&. His lucid dissertations on the subject of intervention were 
causing a stir at the Vatican, in London, Paris and Brussels. They 
a£Fected the world of finance. European bankers were growing 
irritable in regard to heavy loans made to constandy changing 
Mexican administrations, and there was talk of collecting interest 
on these loans in the form of territorial conquest. 

Mexico’s principal creditors were England and France. British 
citizens living in the Aztec capital had invested in government 
bonds under Santa Ana’s rf gime and that of his successor^ Comon- 
fort, Zuloaga, and Miramdn. As security for these loans a deposit 
of six hundred thousand pesos was made with an English financial 
agent in Mexico City. But Miramdn, finding himself in need of 
funds, caused the Legation seals to be broken and helped himself 
to the money. 

When further need arose he turned to the Swiss h anking house 
of Jecker, Torre and Company, which had for some years operated 
in Mexico. Jean Baptiste Jecker and his older brother Louis, who 
was a noted surgeon, lived in the suburb of San Angel on a pic- 
turesque estate called La Bombilla. (Here, almost a century later. 
General Alvaro Obregdn was assassinated.) Both men were ex- 
tremely wealthy and embrmled in government intrigues of many 
nations. To the impecunious Miramon they vouchsafed several 
loans which totaled three million francs iti gold. In return tex 
this service they received crisp government bonds which, following 
their own stipulation^ would mature to the value of seventy-five 
millio n francs. Miguel Miramdn, somewhat backward m mathe- 
matics, freely appended his signature. 

That such a transaction could under no sane circumstances be 
considered valid did not stop the firm ci Jecker. The bogus bonds 
were accepted and later put to profitable use in extracting conces- 
sions from the harassed Mexican people. A large portiim dE these 
bonds went to the younger Jecker^s friend, the Due de Momy, who 
lived pleasantly in Paris. Through this ftMtunate concatenatioa 
France held suddenly a weapon in her fist which could one day be 
waved grimly over the strugghng Aztec repuMic. 

Inthelatter,thingshadg(aieri^(fiyhrombadtoworse. Towsud 
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the end of 1858 Mexico was blessed with two presidents at war with 
p qcb other. In the capital the spendthrift Miramdn was bribing 
the clergy to join his ranks, while at Vera Cruz the Indian, Benito 
Pablo Judrez, raised the standard of radicalism. The national debt 
had mounted to inconceivable figures and from Washington came 
recognition of Juhrez as president 

A new era now opened. The Indian from Oaxaca, self-educated 
and poor, understo^ the character of his people. With resolute 
delibwation he located the blind Minotaur that for nearly four 
centuries had sapped the life, energy and wealth of the nation. 
He had long noticed with a sort of cynical wonderment that, while 
each politick upheaval drained the State still further and brought 
it nearer the brink of ruin, the Church seemed to increase daily 
in power and riches. Fully one-third of the land belonged to the 
clerics. There were ten thousand churches and one hundred and 
fifty conventual estates valued at ninety million pesos. While gov- 
ernment treasuries had to be replenished by every chicanery, decent 
and otherwise, the corpulent Archbishop of Mexico enjoyed an 
annual income of one himdred and thirty thousand pesos. The 
Bidiops of Puebla, Michoadin and Guadalajara “earned” one hun- 
dred and ten thousand, one hundred thousand and ninety thou- 
sand pesos respectively. With such sums at their disposal were not 
the friars abl^ at their pleasure, to establish or upset adminis- 
trations and to foment whatever schisms most suited their ends? 
Ju^ez thought so. 

Quietly, but vtith cold Indian cunning, he cut straight to the 
heart of the evil. By means of the scathing Leyes de Reforma he 
separated Church and State, wresting from the former the vast 
feudal possessions which had been amassed through votive endow- 
ments and forced tithes. Proclaiming all religions on a footing 
of equality with Roman Catholicism, he expelled the archbishop, 
the Ifishops and all militant fanatics— including the Spanish 
hCnistcr— who stood in his way d reform. The regeneration d 
Mexico had begun. 



Chapter 4 


Thus far went the Empress Eugenie’s study of history. Senor 
PEdalgo had done very well by his pupil and brought things up to 
date. Now, if her Majesty wished a personal account by Mon^ 
signor Pelagio Antonio Labastida y Davalos, the unfortunate Arch^ 
bishop who had just been forced to pick up his ecclesiastical robes 
and float across the Atlantic, a meeting could be arranged. Her 
Majesty could hear from the disgruntled clergyman’s own lips the 
lamentable story of his persecution. 

Eugenie’s pious heart was touched. Certainly she must see poor 
Labastida. If that man Juhrez were indeed the Antichrist whom 
Hidalgo’s account had pictured she had at last found a mission to 
perform, a misaon which would be pleasing in the sight God 
and highly beneficial to the glorious interests of France. 

The interview took place. Rotund Labastida easily caused the 
Empress to sob at the spectacle of his breathless chas^ with 
Juarista bullets whistling about his skirts, through the less rq>utable 
quarters of a city which had turned suddenly godless. All this, 
&e Archbishop added emphatically, went on under the a|^roving 
eye of Mexico’s Protestant neighbor, the United States. 

It was_really very shocking^ and so her Majesty found k. The 
distressing details must be repeated to the Emperor at breakfast^ 
with an added description of the plight of the two fliousand nuns 
who had had to escape in borrowed petticoats and improvised 
wigs for their a(q)ped heads, leaving behind them fifty^eight 
charming convents and a floating capital of four millicm five 
hundred thousand dollars. 

Napoleon was frightfully interested. He saw at once that scane- 
thing must be done. What a pity tha^ unlike his famous unde, 
he had no collection of Bonajaute relatives from whom to dioose 
the proper instrument for his imperialistic scheme. What a mis- 
fortune that his own soil, Loulou,wasloo young to avail himself of 
dais opportunity! A harmkss and sascqptiUe fsmce who ctnld 
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further the ends of France, without himsdf being French, would 
be hard to find. Of late, what with regiddc in the Balkans, 
nrhiliicnn acToss the Volga and unrest in Italy, it had become em- 
barrassing to recruit for thrones. Even Lord Derby found himself 
pursued by a cluster of tenacious Greeks who offered hun a scepter. 

At bcs^ one could procrastinate and brood about the matter 
until a happy solution presented itself. Hidalgo must be flattered 
and <‘ntfrfainffd in Paiis. It would not do to let him drift back 
over the Pyrenees toward Madrid. The prattling Isabella was a 
Bourbon and the number of her jobless cousins was legion. But 
the Bourbons were the avowed foes of Bonapartism. Little patches 
in the brocade at the Tuilcries still showed where the golden bees 
(symbols of the Napoleonic crest) had been snipped out by a Bour- 
bon Charles X and a Bourbon Louis XVIII after the downfall 
of the Corsican.— If he was not always sure of his friends, Na- 
poleon III was never in doubt about his enemies. 

While yet he tarried over the problem new champions joined 
the monarchist cause. The fugitive Santa Ana, who had dethroned 
Iturbid^ was grotving restless on his West Indian isle banish- 
ment and ready to uphold any party that permitted him to reenter 
Mexico. Unhappy Miramdn cherished similar yearnings, while 
Juan Nepomuceno Almonte, Mexican Minister in Paris under a 
half-dozen regimes, trembled for his post and strove to whip up 
intervention in Mexico before the avenging ax Jufbrez reached 
him. (It was said o£ AJmonte that he was the son of the Inde- 
pendence hero, Padre Morelos. Ihe warlike priest had carried 
the baby in his saddle whenever he set out for the mountains— 
al monte— eca.6. had made him a colond in the first regiment of 
Ubertadores. The little colonel, who was a love-child, had grown 
up and taken his name from those exciting gallops when, not 
knowing what else to do with him, his tender parent had hurried 
him “for safety” into the thick of batde.) 

Meanwhile the radical Jufirez was cleaning house. Enjoying the 
full support of the United States, he was able to d^ both 
anathema and papal bull hurled at him from the Vatican. A quar- 
rel with the Church was predsdy what he wanted. 

Impassive and self-sufBcien^ he soon wondered whether he 
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needed diplomatic representatives in Paris or, for that matter, 
anywhere else. Embassies and legations cost money, whereas he 
had pledged himself to rehabilitate Mexico both morally and 
financially. To accomplish this it became necessary to repudiate 
the outrageous obligations incurred by his predecessors and make 
a new start. A moratorium must be declared on all foreign loans, 
suspending payment of interest as well as principal for a period of 
at least two years. The European powers, Ju£rez felt, were a long 
way oft. With the Monroe Doctrine in operation they could not 
do him much harm. 

The moratorium was proclaimed during the summer of 1861. 
It caused a' great stir in international banking circles. But, by a 
quirk of chance, its main support now vanished, for across the 
Rio Grande hostilities were breaking out between the abolitionist 
North and the slaveholding Soutii. The famous Monroe Doctrine 
was destined to be temporarily shelved. 

In many countries speculation was rife as to the outcome of the 
impending American War of the Secession. Leading minds in 
Europe believed that the South would prevail against the North. 
While such an outcome was eminently desirable to Old World 
statesmen it also brought up a tickli^ problem. The seceding 
states were known to crave annexation to Mexico and the West 
Indian island group for the purpose of creating a vast independent 
Central American empire. Although welcoming the internal 
rupture of the “Colossus of the North,” France, England and Spain 
could not view complacently the immediate birth of another giant 
combination. It was therefore essential for these three powers to 
agree on an overseas policy. 

Almost forty years earlier, in December of 1823, Prerident 
James Monroe had delivered a message to the Congress o£ the 
United States. It contained some rignificant declaraticms: 

“(1) The American Continents, by the free and indepen- 
dent condition which they have assumed and maintained, are 
henceforth not to be considered as subjects for future cdoniza- 
tion by any foreign power. (2) Any attempt on the part of 
European Powers to extend their political systems to any 
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portion of the Western Hemisphere would be considered 

dangerous to the peace and safety of the United States. . . . 

Nor would such extension be regarded with indifference.” 

The gentlemen who had gathered about a round table in Paris to 
examine a copy of this fearsome document smirked. “Nor would 
such extension be regarded with indifference.” It was really 
quite amusing. 

With their big experiment in democracy going to pieces, where 
were those formidable Americans now ? 

Napoleon III was in a particularly sprightly mood. His faith 
in Napoleon III was at its peak during this period. Hardly more 
than a year ago the Franco-ltalian campaign against Austria had 
come to a successful close. With two profitable wars to his credit a 
sovereign could command the attention of his neighbors; accord- 
ingly, though not invited, the Emperor had gone calling. EQs 
first important visit after the Crimean victory had been to England, 
where Victoria’s fancy had been captivated by pretty courtesies and 
Latin vocals, although her “garish outmoded garments and purple 
p(M:kpie hats” contrasted sharply with the Parisian elegance of 
Eug^e. 

So complete was the success of the London visit that only a few 
weeks later the Queen and the Prince Consort were off to Paris for 
a return of compliments. It was the first time in more than four 
centuries that an English ruler had entered the French capital. 
“Moustachu’/’ triumph was complete. With England’s approval 
so patently established, the truculent Courts of all Europe must 
follow suit. 

As for dear Vicky’s diary, what a marvelous occasion it all proved 
to be! With “Bertie in Highland dress— he looks so well in 

green — and a dance at Fontainebleau to the strains of a mechanical 
handle organ plied by one Bacciocchi” ... (It was the dawn of the 
great machine age and any sdf-respecting ^te must scorn mere 
fiddlers!) The Queen’s pen found it all “delightfully gemuetk- 

Yes, Napoleon’s star was rismg and it pointed overseas toward 
Vera Cruz. The gentlemen from London and Madrid who sat 
chuckling about the- tahb in L’Empereur’s study might speak 
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freely. This question of Mexican intervention— was it not a simple 
project, a mere child’s play ? Each of their governments had some- 
thing to gain. Together they could plunge ahead as a sort of 
entente cordiale, which in itself would enlist the sympathy of future 
historians since public opinion seldom believed majorities to be 
wrong. 

It must be an amicable expedition, of course. Just a friendly 
little “bondholders’ war.” The main point was to get a military 
foothold on Mexican soil and, having consolidated their positions, 
to checkmate all overtures which might be made by a triumphant 
Confederacy across the Rio Grande. At the same time the warring 
Confederates must be assured of Europe’s sympathy with the 
South, lest they lose hope and give up the fray. Without an Ameri- 
can Civil War in progress the crusade to Mexico lacked allure. 

The Judrez moratorium gave each of the three powers a. logical 
pretext for intervention in Mexican afEairs. Spain was insulted 
because her minister had been dispatched back home. England 
wished compensation for the moneys which the desperate Mira- 
m6n had snatched from a strong box protected by the Queen’s 
seal. And France had quickly naturalized the Swiss Messieurs 
Jecker in order to safeguard the interests of their depositors. All 
three countries were inspired with the kindliest feelings toward 
Mexico, but each needed a small poultice of petrol, silver-ore, 
coast-line or cotton to heal a particular wound. Each was, 
furthermore, pirejudiced against mail-order methods and preferred 
to come across the seas to do her own picking. 

In December of 1861, while Prince Albert lay dying at Windsor, 
three navies were set in motion. The Spaniards, who had a fleet 
resting intermittently m Cuban waters, were the first to arrive at 
Vera Cruz imdcr the command of General Juan Prim, Count of 
Reus. Six thousand men wearing Queen Isabella’s bmtons put 
down their marching kits and occupied the empty forts. 

With the turn the year came more ships veering around the 
dangerous reef of San Juan de U16a and an En^^i^ admiral 
marched his brigades across a sleq>y town. The Union Jack had 
just been hoisted over the barracks oi the British contmgent when 
Prance unloaded her zouaves under VicoAdmiral J^^ Herre 
Edmond Jurien de la Gravid 
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Up to a ccrtam point the puzzled natives witnessed these 
goings-on in their harbor with no more than mild astonishment. 
Spaniards and Englishmen voicing vague excuses about some debts 
they were going to collect, and meanwhile settling down to wassail 
and dolce far niente in the tropical sun, caused no pother among 
the tranquil Veracruzanos. As yet no one had even troubled him- 
self to report the invasion to headquarters in Mexico City. The 
collecting of moneys was quite patently not a matter of life and 
death. 

But at sight of the zouaves the townsmen became aimoyed. 
African blood was repulsive to Indian and Creole alike, and the 
fact that France should seek dealings on foreign soil without expos- 
ing her own nationals outraged Mexican pride. Angrily the glove 
was picked up, and the war was on. 

It progressed slowly at first, due to uncertainty of purpose among 
the participants. England and Spain seemed to favor negotiations 
while France was all for storming the capital, a trifling matter 
calling for a steady dimb (over a distance of one hundred miles) 
to the plateau, eight thousand feet above the sea. The problem 
induced some cogitation in the dirty caf& along the water-front 
where the allied forces sought relief from boredom and heat. 

Vera Cruz lay embedded in the yellow fever zone and Admiral 
Hugh Dunlop complained that some of his tars had caught the 
vdmito negro. If they were to have a war, the admiral felt, it 
ought to be carried on in a decent climate. Furthermore, neither 
Jufrez nor his troops had as yet put in an appearance. Perhaps 
the best thing to do was to send a message. 

Accordingly, after concerted effort spent in the formulation of 
an impressive text, word was sent to the capital that here they were 
and what did the President of Mexico propose to do about it? 
Alsoi, a conference would be granted on condition that the foreign 
troops be invited to transfer from the Tierra Cdiente with its 
fever-laden air to the temperate zone half-way up the Sierras. The 
mosquitoes were very bad and did Senor Jufrez know of a better 
place? 

The assumption that the Indian President suffered any pangs 
over the health of hostile troc^s was: grotesque, to say the least 
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Jdirez was nonplussed. He became disturbed. If this was a 
sample of how the tropics affected the invaders it might be wise to 
temporize and learn their further object La Soledad, a pretty 
spot some miles inland, was suggested as a meeting-place. 

If Julrez now expected to hear from the allied spokesmen a clear 
and honest presentation of their case he was due for a thorough 
disappointment France, England and Spain, the presidential rq>- 
resentativc Doblado was told, harbored the most philanthropic 
sentiments. Nothing was more remote from their intentions than 
the violation of Mexican sovereignty. At the same time they 
wished their rwpective forces to be stationed in the three health- 
ful towns of Cdrdoba, Orizaba and Tehuacdn, high up in the 
mountains, where they intended to remain. More conferoaces 
would follow. 

Not without justice did the Mescan Minister of Foreign Affairs 
reject these “friendly but indefinite explanations, the real object 
dE which nobody unravels.” 

One thing alone was clear. The Mexican Government was un- 
prepared for war with anybody. It could only hope for an 
amicable settlement before further hostilities broke out. Pc^nilar 
demonstrations against the zouaves in Vera Cruz had been as yet 
the only signs of violence. Juarez racked his brain for scune 
scheme whereby he might dispose of the unwelcome visitors before 
it was too late. 

Fortune came to his aid. The allies were quarreling among 
themselves. General Prim, the Spanish commander, was known 
to be vain and ambitious. Murmurs had arisen which hinted at his 
dream of becoming viceroy over a reconquered col(my. With a 
permanent army stationed in Cuba, Spain might easily suppmt 
such cabalistic plans before England or France could send new 
forces across the Atlantic. 

A few aq>erities were exchanged in &e course oi which Prim 
challenged Jurien to lay the French cards on the tables Tim 
dinched matters; the v^ of mystery could be dro|^>ed. Juries 
made a series of blunt announcemems: France was here £<x the 
{siipose o£ estddishst^ a Mmtkan Naptdec^ 

The Mexico roydists 
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in Paris were already negotiating with a possible candidate for the 
new throne. 

This information came as a severe blow to both Spaniards and 
Britons. General Prim looked hurt. A viceregal coronet having 
faded into something less than conjecture, the coquettish soldier’s 
tntfrfsf in the campaign became extinguished. Admiral Dunlop 
was even more startled when it dawned upon him that his govern- 
ment alone had been prompted by the ardess rapacity of a debt- 
collector. In short, both parties withdrew from the project and, 
packing up their little armadas, steamed out of the harbor in dis- 
gust. Just beyond the choppy Florida waters they encountered a 
tri-colored flotilla in formation. From its decks a neat conglomera- 
tion of shadows cheered lustily. They were the newly arrived 
French recruits who would bolster up Jurien’s unpopular zouaves. 
Napoleonic diplomacy had won the day. 

It remained only for the glorious army La Patrie to march 
up-hill across the cordilleras toward the City of Palaces built on 
an Aztec lagoon. The whilom capital of Montezuma had been 
given warning and Jufrez waited, brisding vrith decrepit re- 
publican guns. 

Slowly the French columns advanced, buoyed up by the steadfast 
cheering section of the mother country, and above all by the 
Emperor, who abounded in gratuitous advice on the rigors o£ the 
climate. As a small boy Napoleon III had tended flowers in the 
garden of his grandmother Josephine, at Malmaison, with a 
sprinkhng can which a solicitous governess kept filled with warm 
water. He felt a similar concern now for his troops. In the cool 
comforts of Vichy he drew deetches for a new tropical uniform 
and discoursed gravely on the importance of insect bites. Tons of 
meequito netting were to be shipped overseas. There ought to be 
a railroad from Vera Cim to the plateau. While pinning in- 
finitesimal paper flags on a Mexican map of doubti^ accuracy 
ihe excited monarch grew daily more prcdific in hatching new 
ideas. 

Jurien had meanwhile surrendered the supreme command to 
General Lorencez, who had brought the recruits. At the head of 
six thousand men Lorencez appeared before Pud>la, May 4, 1862. 
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On the following day began the assault of the dty. The French 
were defeated by General Zaragoza and his four ^ousand native 
volunteers. Though of no lasting consequence in the outcome 
of the struggle, a fine patriotic holiday— E/ Cinco de Mayo — was 
added to the Mexican calendar. Hie date also marked £ug6nie’s 
thirty-sixth birthday. 

On May eighth the attack was resumed, this time under the 
French general, Frangois Achille Bazaine and his esperienced 
Foreign Legion. After a long and terrible aege Puebla capitulated 
to a vasdy superior force, and the way to Mexico City lay open. 
President Judrez, after issuing a manifesto in which he promised to 
return victoriously, abandoned the capital and fled northward with 
his generals Porfiirio Diaz and Juan Jos^ de la Garza. 

On June eleventh the French general, Elic Frederic Forey, offi- 
cially occupied Mexico City where, with that courtesy which the 
vanquished races judiciously accord the victor, he was welcomed 
with a symphony of church-bells and a shower of magnolia 
blooms. The Conservative Party, largely re^onsible for this joy- 
ful reception (which inspired Forey to report to his emperor that 
the Mexicans were “avid for order, justice, and true liberty”), 
cocumunicated at once with the 6nigr& in Paris and inquirol 
about the progress— if any— that had been made in regard to a 
prince. 

In France people embraced one another on the streets. Parisian 
silversmiths were busily inscribing medals wherewith Napoleon 
would decorate his brave cdiorts. But Eug^iie did not celebrate. 
She was at the bedside of her young son, who had sufEcred a serious 
intestinal disturbance. Easter Sunday of that year (it fell on 
April twentieth) the Empress had received a hundred-thousand- 
dollar egg from ho: husbwd, and Loulou had eaten the decalco- 
manias ofiE it. 

Across the seas, where a reply from tihe fmigr& was awaited with 
impatience, a junta compost of thirty-five members of the 
monarchist group had been formed. IheK in turn created another 
junta with the title of La Regencia. The kttar was headed by the 
ex-MmiSter of MexkO in P«ti^ Juan Ncpomuceno Almoute, the 
“htde colmrel” who^ ftuher h^ died for the Reptd>lic in hai! 
strugg^ agahist S^ain. 



Chapter 5 


Up to now, it must be admitted, the 6nigr& in Paris had not d<me 
very well Despite a second drafting of the eloquent memorandum 
composed by Gutierrez de Estrada, in which it was stated that 
“Mexico must perish if her savior does not soon appear,” no scion 
of European royalty seemed to covet the vacant throne in the Valley 
of Forty Volcanoes. Three German princes who had been ap- 
proached declined on the grounds that they could not renounce 
their Protestant fcdth. An elderly Duke of Modena did not believe 
his health would stand the strain. 

The suggestion of Modena, however, led to another possibility. 
If there were no candidates in Italy, how about Austria? Those 
Hapsburgs were so quixotic. One could always count on a variety 
of debonair and idle Archdukes. Besides, here was Napoleon’s 
chance to restore himself effectively in the graces of the sullen 
Franz Josqph. . . . The defeat at Magenta, which had cost Austria 
two of her lovdiest proviuces and launched a fashion shade in 
Paris commemorating the sad bloodshed, had left a deep scar on 
the escutcheon of her dynasty. That scar had festered. - . . Then 
there was the humiliation suffered by the former Viceroy of Lom- 
bardy and Venice, Archduke Maximilian, whom Napoleon’s po- 
litical chess game had temporarily forced into the ranks of the 
unemployed. What, by the way, had happened to that agreeable 
young man? 

The question was uttered over after-dinner coffee at the Tuile- 
ries. Jos6 Hidalgo, the only guest present, shru^d cautious 
shoulders while the Emperor repeated the words to his wife. 
Eugftiie rose and settled down by her sewing table near an open 
window. 

“Even if we knew where he is,” she said thoughtfully, “the 
Archduke Maximilian would not be interested.” 

“Oh, no. He would never listen,” Hidalgo chorused, “not 
he. . . .” 

86 
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Napoleon seldom contradicted his wife. His many infidplitisg 
burdened him with a perennially guilty conscience which led him 
to avoid domestic friction whenever possible. DifEerences 
opinion, experience had taught him, were too easily steered into 
personal territory where the husband with bachelor habits had no 
ground to stand on. Gjnsequendy the Emperor of the French 
lighted another of his innumerable cigarettes and added his mite 
to the prevailing opinion about the Archduke. “No,” he declared 
heartily, “he would not be interested.” 

There was an interval of silence during which the Empress 
fdl into a sort of trance. Then, as if impelled by oracular vapors, 
she gasped suddenly: “Wait— I have a premonition that he can 
be reasoned withl” 

An irresistible fascination seems to emanate from even the most 
casual boast of clairvoyance. Human beings who are equipped to 
know better never fail to toy with this informal substitute for logic. 
In the case of the Emperor and the scheming 6tnigr6 this was par> 
dcularly true, since both had reached the end d their combined 
ingenuity. If proposals at the Hofburg met with a rebuff, rather 
than admit England or Russia into the breach Napdieon would 
quash the Mexican bubble altogether. Eugenie’s very feminine 
speculation struck just the right note of hope; if a woman’s intui- 
tion augured well, two Latin gentlemen were bound by unwritten 
laws (ff gallantry to stand by her. 

“In that case,” Hidalgo rallied with an enterprising gleam in his 
ey^ “let us send Guti^rez de Estrada to Vienna. He talks very 
welL” 

“It will take some talking,” Napoleon reflated she^ishly, “to 
win again the confidence of that proud young Austrian Kaiser. 
But let Monsieur Estrada try.” 

“France offers a magnanimous atononent for whatever wrongs 
the Hapsburgs may hdd against us,” added Eug&iie. 

lEdalgo jcKted down a catchword or two from the imperial 
vocabulary and bowed hinedf out d the robm. Three days 
later the Yucatecan k^er Estrada was on his way to Vienna 
bearing a secret p<Mtfolm. In Fskk, incanwhile, diploma wheels 
(fid ^ stand idle. Frinee iUch^ Me^nnkh, son of die 
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Chancellor and lately appointed Austrian Ambassador to France 
was approached by Eug^e herself and asked for his opinion on 
the Mexican venture. The tall bewhiskered statesman, who had 
an ugly wife and was very popular with the ladies, vouchsafed 
a blunt and discouraging answer. “What a lot of cannon shots 
will be necessary,” he commented, “to set up an emperor in a 
foreign land, and what a lot more to maintain him there!” 

This verdict being wholly unsatisfactory, a network of hopeful 
inquiry was spread out to mclude Austrian representatives abroad. 
Count Crivelli, the Viennese Ambassador in Madrid, modestly 
refrained from expressing his own views but offered those of the 
Spanish Minister-President, Calderdn Collantes, instead. 

“I feel absolutely certain,” the latter was quoted as saying, “that 
it would be impossible to found anything durable in Mexico.” 
Crivelli appended a postscript in his own handwriting to the effect 
that he was tempted to share these views. 

But by far the most forceful protest came from a man who at the 
time was naturally better versed in American politics than all the 
chancelleries of Europe combined. He was Ritter von Hiilse- 
maim, Austrian Minister at Washington. Watching the course of 
the Qvil War at close range Hiilsemaim foresaw its probable out- 
come. Discounting this, he foresaw another eventuality. Even 
if, as Napoleon continued to hop^ the South were to prevail 
against the North, the leaders of the Confederacy would be 
thunderstruck at the French Emperor’s duplicity in furthering 
his own advancement ia Mexico. Before the outbreak of hostilities 
Napoleonic agents had visited Charleston and pledged France’s 
approval of a “marriage with Central America,” that will-o’-the- 
wisp cherished by the seceding states. To find themselves scotched 
as soon as they sought their reward for doing Napoleon the favor of 
breaking up the North American Union, was bound to bring 
trouble. V^o else, if not France’s tool on the throne of Mexico, 
would be the victim of their honest vengeance ? 

Ritter von Hiilsemaim did not mince words. “It would be un- 
pardonable for the name and person of the Archduke, our 
Emperor’s brother, to become entangled in this dangerous affair 
and exposed to its inevitable failure. And moreover, it is un think- 
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able that the hite of his Serene Higliness, our Prince, should depend 
entirely upon the good or ill will of a randomly picked French 
bodyguard.” 

His Serene Highness, while such wise and timely warnings 
scurried back and forth in diplomatic pouches, sat in the musio 
room at Miramar playing the pipe organ. Life, with no care for 
the morrow and likewise no duty, continued to pall. Horticulture 
and counterpoint had become the Archduke’s latest hobbies while 
Carlotta, recentiy returned from a brief sojourn at the Empress 
Elisabeth’s villa near Fimchal, nursed Uterary aspirations. Scarcely 
more than twenty years <dd, she had already produced two volumes 
entitled A Winter on the Island of Madeira and Souvenirs of a 
Voyage on Board “La Fantasie” The first book was a record of 
actual events in the tropic retreat where her sister-in-law sought 
respite from the interminable quarrels with the Dowager Sophie 
over Elisabeth’s children. In “La Fantasie” Carlotta wove for her- 
self largely a pattern of her own imaginings a subtle armor against 
her own ennui. 

She was busy at her small writing tables a piece once owned by 
Marie Antoinette when the forensic Estrada arrived at Miramar 
for an interview with Maximilian. At the Hofburg in Vienna the 
Mexican’s proposal had met vtith a surprisingly cordial reception. 
The fact that Napoleon III stood behind this proposal in the atti- 
tude of a condescending benefactor did n(^ escape Franz Joseph. 
But the latter suffered from a gnawing realization that during ids 
short rule the Hapsburg patrimony had lost power and prestige. 
The thought that through his brother Maxi the loss of Norfbem 
Italy could be made up carried implications tiiat must not be 
despised. As a result^ ^e young sovereign swallowed his pride 
and— to make the draught less bitter— interpreted Napoleon’s offer 
as nothing less than recognition of a Hap^urg’s fitness to govern. 

This point having been conceded by Estrada, Franz Joseph 
brightened. It was now possible for Vienna to assume an auitude 
of condescension. The Archduke, Estrada was told, no long^ 
retided in the Danube capital but led a life of ease at his pleasure 
palace near Trieste. While the imperial family would place no 
obstade in hfaximilian’s way, the kttta was by no means obliged 
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to advancement outside the boundaries of his fatherland and 
must be persuaded to make his own decisions. 

Heartened by the Hofburg’s ill-concealed enthusiasm, the 
Mexican promoter now tackled the “Dreamer of Caserta”-— (at 
Caserta, Garibaldi’s stronghold in Campania Felix, Maximilian 
once had said farewell to Italy). With mellifluous diction Guti6r- 
rez dc Estrada broke once more into his oft-repeated metaphors 

about the “budding plant entitled to a place in the sun Do you. 

Prince, Hrign to become Mexico’s redeemer ? Lend her the support 
of your great fatherland, to which my ruined country once be- 
longed as one of the fairest jewels in the crown of Charles the 
Fifthl” 

Strangely these words recalled others spoken by Maximilian him- 
self after his visit to the cathedral at Granada in Spain where he 
beheld the royal insignia of Ferdinand the CaAolic. The diary 
Aus Meinem Leben records the Archduke’s emotion. “With pride 
and a sad yearning I touched the golden coronet and the once 
mighty sword. What a bold dream for a descendant of the 
Spanish Hapsburgs to wield the latter in order to win back the 
former 1” 

The stage seemed to have been set by a strategic and invisible 
scenarist, for at no time in their lives could the Archduke and his 
wife have been more susceptible to the blandishments of flattery 
and the call of adventure. Due to their isolation they had lost 
track of world aflairs to such a degree that it was impossible for 
them to distinguish between pleasant fantasy and more painful 
truth. The rosy binoculars through which Estrada bade them 
look at the beckoning overseas empire captured their imagination. 
Like fascinated children they listened while their gesticulating 
guest talked endlessly on. So beguiled were they by the Mexican’s 
flow of language that the latter grew inflamed at his own eloquence 
and exclaimed: 

“This day, like my wedding-day, 1 shall remember as one of the 
happiest in my lifel” 

Something about that maudlin exaggeration prompted Maxi- 
milian in turn to strike a pose. Up to this moment his blue eyes, 
round and astoniriied, had sparkled with animatiou. But sud- 



THE PLOT 91 

denly it came to him that such a display of pleasure was not 
becoming to a man of his station. Drawing up to his full height 
he now frowned and cloaked his enthusiasm under a mantle of 
classic dignity. 

The proposition, he remarked gravely, held certain attractions. 
But there would have to be guaranties of personal safety, the sup- 
port of at least two naval powers— England and Spain, to be ex- 
plicit— and some sort of document expressing the desire of a repre- 
sentative majority of the Mexican nation. For, as he put i^ “a 
Hapsburg never usurps a throne.” 

Estrada, who was endowed with much sentiment but no political 
acumen, put these things down in a htde notebook and observed 
with satisfaction that the above conditions would be promptly ful- 
filled. His satisfaction, however, suffered a considerable setback at 
the Tuileries where, a short time later, the contents of the litde 
notebook had to be disgorged. Napoleon and Eug^e listened 
attentively to the report and entered into lively discussion. 

“Exactly what docs the Archduke mean by guaranties of safety ?” 
L’Empercur vidshcd to know. 

Estrada shrugged polite shoulders and searched for the prqier 
word. “A substantial bodyguard, no doubV’ he suggested, “as 
wdil as pecuniary aid, since the prince can not be asked to risk 
his own fortune ” 

“When they come for money and troops” Eug£nie broke in 
violendy, “I could scream!” 

Napoleon toyed with his cigarette. “But I have twenty thousand 
marines and again as many fusiliers in Mexico already,” he said, 
tapping ash into a tray. 

“It is for the crossing,” Estrada interpolated. “The Archduke 
would not undertake the voyage alcme.” 

H ror paused to consider. “Even so,” he announced, 
e gl^e at his wife;, “her Maje^ is tight France 
idea and c^ers every moral support^ but fordier 
will be difkult ” 

ey?” the Mesican peras^ hopefully. 

ey there is ncme exc^t by making of the cqs- 

id$->a lQa% seSosf.” ; . 
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The interview was concluded. Guti6rrez de Estrada retired to 
his hotel and a favorite occupation, the composition of interminable 
letters. He bombarded Miramar with a cyclone of missives 
punctuated with “Alas!” and rich in persuasive exhortations. 

The Archduke Maxi was somewhat taken aback. With the 
impetuosity of youth he had already made plans; a conference 
with his brother was to take place within the next few days. It 
would have been most gratifying to inform Franz Joseph in the 
course of rbat conference of Maximilian’s departure in a cloud of 
imperial glory all his own. With two important requisites — 
finanrial and military— failing from the outset, the cloud of glory 
darkened rapidly into a fog. 

Maximilian frowned and threatened to withdraw from the enter- 
prise. At this Estrada, far less happy than on his wedding-day, 
plunged into another orgy of ccarrespondence while Carlotta like- 
wise rose to the occasion. For the first time in her life the powerful 
fires of personal ambition stirred within her breast. For the first 
time her little hand touched history. 

She wrote a detailed account of the situation to her father in 
Brussels. Complete confidence existed between King Leopold 
and his daughter ever »nce the death c£ Queen Louise Marie when 
Princess Charlotte had been only ten years old. To her father 
the young wife of Miramar could now confess that she had long 
ago discovered in her husband an amateurish lack of initiative. 
And, she added, if Maxi himself had not the fortimde to seize 
that which his uncertain heart was craving, they must combine to 
help him. 

King Leopold gave the matter his full attention. Ripe in years, 
he had known the Bonapartes for a long time and heartily mis- 
trusted them. If his children joined in the overseas venture— and 
the energetic Coburg was in favor of their doing so— steps must be 
taken for their protection. 

As a younger man King Leopold had once been offered simul- 
taneously the thrones of Belgimn and Greece. Upon very litdc 
provocation he was wont to describe his astuteness in managing 
thatafiair. 

“Without money,” he wrote to his son-in-law, ‘^our participation 
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in tJie Mexican scheme is impossible. Why, in 1830 each of the 
three powers, England, France and Russia, offered me a guaranty 
o£ twenty million francs. They did this with extreme reluctance 
and only because I forced them to it by declaring that I wanted no 
crown.” 

Maximilian was impressed. “In regard to military suppon^” the 
royal counsdor went on, “even if you were to provide your own 
Austrian suite, the Emperor Napoleon is quite capable of recalling 
his troops from Mexico if anything goes wrong, in order to ex- 
onerate himself. Therefore you ought to have something definite 
in writing, a document as binding as a treaty. Insist upon having 
dear stipulations in reference to the period during which French 
forces will remain in the country— ^hc longer the better. Remem- 
ber, they constitute your main support! The Fordgii Legion is o£ 
course excellent but care should be exercised ia recruiting and 
sdecting volunteers for it, lest too much riffrafi be induded. To 
sum up, it is folly to let yourself bo confounded by polite phrases. 
One must guard against illusions. Besides, no one can be expected 
to do the impossible. This is all the more vital since all blame 
for a failure (due to inadequate resources) will fall upon die one 
who undertakes the enterprise. . . . Without money, without some 
sort of contract^ I would not budge. They are in your power— 
you are not yet in theirs. The whole thing is of the utmost im- 
portance to the Emperor Napoleon, for he has got himsdf into it^ 
whereas you are still free from any entanglement . . . Heaven 
protect you. Always, my dear son, your feithful fiither, 

. “LEOPOLn.” 

With such pragmatical direcdons to follow Maximilian found 
it easier to take up the fencing match with Paris. A few months 
of argument now ensued and in the end the French Government 
made several concessions. A gunboat manned by conscripts from 
Marseilles was tentadvdy appointed to accompany Maximiliaa 
(who should, however, travd on a vessel supplied by the Emperor 
Franz Josqih). Financial guaranties would be extracted, n<« from 
France or jmy other European power, but from Mexico hersdif, 
aacc the entire expedipt^ was bong undertaken for that country's 
own good. , 
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So hr Napoleon and his advisers had been able to formulate 
more or less expedient principles without consulting either the 
rattled 6migr& (who were busy quarreling among themselves over 
questions erf priority) or their partisans across the Adantic. But 
now a tirlflish problem came up. It was the matter of procuring a 
vmtten invitation signed by a representative majority of the 
Mexican people. 

A message was sent to Almonte, head of the Regency in Mexico 
City, urging him to stir up the Conservatives into a consolidated 
effort. Almonte appealed to General Forey who in turn convoked 
a Junta Superior or Supreme Council composed of thirty-five 
members chosen from a total of two hundred and fifteen found fit 
and willing to serve. To this group the French commander sub- 
mitted a Proclamation of the Empire, the authorship o£ which— 
owing to his moderate degree of literacy— had caused him no litde 
effort. 

The document^ which was signed on July 11, 1863, and sub- 
mitted to Maximilian early in October of the same year, consisted 
of four short clauses. It ran as follows : 

"1. The Mexican Nation adopts as its form of government a 
moderate hereditary monardiy under a Catholic Prince. 

“2. The Sovereign will take the title of Emperor of Mexico. 

“3. The Imperial Crown erf Mexico is offer^ to His Imperial 
and Royal Highness Fernando Maximiliano, Archduke 
of Austria, for himself and his descendants. 

**4. If, owing to circumstances impossible to be foreseen, 
Fernando Maximiliano should decline the throne offered 
to him, the Mexican Nation will appeal to the wisdom of 
His Majesty Napoleon, Emperor of the French, begging 
him to designate some other Catholic Prince.” 

Two hundred signatories were drummed together to append 
their names to this "spontaneous call.” A commission was next 
appointed to visit the candidate at Mir amar . It comprised eight 
members, two trf whom were expatriates living in France. Their 
names were listed in the proclamation drafts as: 
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Jos6 Maria Gutierrez de Estrada 
Jos6 Manuel Eiidalgo 
Tomis Morphy 
General Adrian Woll 
Ignacio Aguilar 
Joaquin Velisquez de Le6n 
Francisco Miranda 
Antonio Escandon 

A scribe, Angel Iglcsias, served as secretary and general handy- 
man to the group. 

The patriots planned to start out from Vera Cruz and various 
parts of Europe for a preliminary meeting in Paris. At a word 
from the Archduke Maximilian they would then hasten to Trieste 
and with due ceremony offer him the crown. 

In the process of getting started, however, numerous persons 
of uncertain credentials joined the deputation. At the Paris head- 
quarters their number grew to alarming size, putting a strain on 
the commission’s budget. DifEerences of opinion cropped up, 
obfuscating the issue in hand. Several months were thus spent in 
vociferous and satining debate which caused Senor Miranda 
to remark that Mexico had now so many saviors— it hardly seemed 
fair to expose a helpless stranger to their combined antics. 

The Mexican adventure grew daily more confused. 



Chapter 6 


At MotAMAR the Archduke Maximilian was pondering over a new 
morsel of advice from his father-in-law. King Leopold recom- 
mended unflinching tenacity. “Don’t hesitate to take a firm 
stand,” wrote the Coburg parent, “and force them to put every- 
thing down on paper. Stubbornness pays. During my Belgian 
campaigns, when the army left me flat^ I captured a bridge in the 
vicinity of Malmis by the simple expedient of sitting on it” 

Exhilarated by these words Maximilian awaited Napoleon’s 
next move. It came within a fortnight A special envoy from the 
French Court, Monsieur d’Herbet, arrived with a bulging brief- 
case from which he drew a long memorandum. Before this im- 
pressive document was unfurled the envoy discoursed with gravity 
upon his sovereign’s sincerity of purpose and pointed out that 
here was the Seal of France and here L’Empereur’s own signature. 
As for the text, Maximilian would see for himself that his 
had received the most magnanimous consideration. 

, : Dazzled by, Herbet’s phraseology the Archduke picked up the 
memorandum. It consisted of eighteen articles setting forth the 
conditions whereby France planned to insure Maximilian’s future 
on the throne of Mexico. Unfortunately the latter’s eyr.ifr <>tnfnt at 
the mere sight of so many closely written pages dimmed his per- 
ceptions while skimming through the contents. To be sure, the 
outstanding points were all in the happy Archduke’s favor: 

“Article 1. Those French troops which are at present in Mex- 
; . ico will be reduced as soon as possible to a corps 

twenty-five thousand men, including the 
f - Foreign Legion. This corps will renaain in Mex- 

ico for the purpose of guarding the interests whicl^ 
motivated intervention and shall be subject to the' 
following regulations. 

Article 2. All Fren^ troops shall evacuate Mexico gradually 
and at such interv^ as will permit His Majesty, 
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the Emperor of Mexico, to organize the forces 
necessary for their replacement. 

“Article 3. The Foreign Legion in the service of France, and 
comprising eight thousand men, shall nevertheless 
continue service in Mexico for anothCT six years, 
even after all other French forces have been re- 
called. . . 

At first glance these stipulations seemed too good to be true. 
The clause about the Foreign Legion, Napoleon's crack troops, 
■was especially gratifying. Six years ■would seem, on the surface, 
more than ample time for Maximilian to establish his authority in 
Mexico and to win the confidence as well as allegiance of his 
new subjects. 

So much for the military end. The economic portion of the 
memorandum, composed by the French Minister of Finan ce, 
Monsieur Achille Fould, was more ominous in portent Accord- 
ing to its terms Mexico must foot the bill of the expedition’s back 
expenditures— a total of two himdred and seventy million francs— 
which France judged to have been her outlay since first her un- 
invited warships had steamed into the harbor of Vera Cruz. 

This was an innovation in the realm of vrar indemnities. Most 
conquered nations were made responsible for wreckage done by 
combined fighting parties. But as yet no government in the 
world had been asked to pay for the mc^iiization of an enemy and 
the transportation of the latter’s troops. The demand appeared 
aU the more bizarre smee no armistice between the warring parties 
had as yet been declared. 

As a matter of fact, France was by no means in control of Mexico. 
Her forces held the capital and a portion of the Atlantic coast 
But Julrez was .still President and nine-tenths erf the popidation 
had rallied to his nde. Despite recurring' skirmishes between 
Bazaine’s sharpshooters and the Indian’s guerrilla bands native ap’ 
position could not be craved. Juarista volunteers continued to 
spring up hke mu^oioms, now at San Luis Potoss, now in Oaxaca 
where the fiery Pcfffirio Diaz held an invindWe stronghold, or at 
Paso del Norte (Ciudad Julrez) where tbe B.epdrfic uldmatdy 
was-rdxxn. 
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But Achille Fould was the son of a Jewish banker and, while he 
knew how to compute a profitable interest rate, his knowledge of 
geography r emain ed elemental. To him the whole overseas 
panorama was a delightful conglomeration of gold and silver 
nuggets, oil-fields, dying natives and abandoned treasure. It was 
as simple as that France had only to help herself. Accordingly 
he wallowed cheerfully in ever new computations. . . . 

French liners and packet boats stopped at Vera Cruz every two 
months with mail and provisions for the brave zouaves. Very 
well. ‘The expense for the said service, fixed at the sum of four 
hundred thousand francs per voyage (going and returning) shall 
be paid by Mexico.” 

Furthermore, after July, 1864, at which date the Legion would 
be left in complete command, the Mexican Government must pay 
one thousand francs per annum to each French soldier ‘‘pour d6- 
pense de soldo, nourriture et entreticn. . . ." It is to be assumed 
that “entretien” in this case did not mean “entertainment or pleas- 
urable conversation,” as Pierre Athanase Larousse— the lexicog- 
rapher— allows in his list of synonyms, but the more prosaic “up- 
keep, maintenance.” 

There was a great deal more to Minister Fould’s multiplication 
table, such as “surplus-of-the-war expenses” which amounted to 
an additional twenty-five million francs, and indemnities to French 
subjects residing in Mexico for the wrongs suffered by them — 
which wrongs had been the original excuse for the friendly ex- 
pedition. 

Lastly, the genius of the fiunancier threw a somersault. Mon- 
sieur Fould remembered the Jecker bonds! “Seventy-five million 
francs,” he added with a flourish, “in liquidation of the loan of 
three million francs incurred by the bankrupt Miramdn.” 

Knowing little about Mexico and rather less about money, the 
Archduke ignored these tedious figures and turned back the pages 
for a second reading of the passage concerning troops. It was a 
very pleasant passage and he nodded to Monsietur Herbet and 
said so. 

The Envoy agreed happily and informed Maximilian that sev- 
eral secret clauses had not yet been included in the present draft 
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These concerned the Archduke’s salary as Emperor o£ Mexico, 
a matter which it was thought prudent to conceal from Maximil- 
ian’s future subjects, lest they deem their monarch an expensive 
fixture. The monthly allowance agreed upon amounted to one 
hundred and twenty-five thousand pesos for the new Emperor, 
while his consort drew sixteen thousand six htmdred and sixty- 
six pesos and a precise fraction which would bring the couple’s 
income to a sum total of one million seven hundred thousand 
pesos annually. . . . 

This was really delightful. The Archduke Maxi felt impelled 
to clap Monsieur Herbet’s shoulder-blades with gusto. He handed 
back the Frenchman’s memorandum without further perusal and 
headed for his wife’s boudoir. 

“As soon as the second draft is made,” he called back from the 
Gothic stairway, “I shall be ready to sign.” 

In the upper hallway, where a painting by Portads glowed 
richly in the vanishing sunlight, he paused. Ilie picture showed 
Carlotta robed in gorgeous Milanese costume. On her oval face 
lingered that dreamy Mona Lisa smile which always brought back 
to him the ecstasy of their Italian hone 3 rmoon. 

“Carla,” he cried suddenly, “we are rich! They are giving us 
a throne and a fortune as wdll” 

Through the open door of a small dressing-room where Countess 
Paula Kollonitz, the lady-in-waitmg, arranged her mistress’s hair, 
he shouted the details Carlotta paled and flushed again with 
excitement. This was indeed good news! As a cadet son ci a 
great house poor Maxi had enjoyed a far frmn lavish appanage. 
Miramar had been built with money advanced by Franz Josq>h 
after Kin g Leopold had refused to provide his daughter widi a 
dowry. In her heart Carlotta had never ceased to feel humiliated 
by her father’s shabby behavior. 

But now, with such astounding figures as her darling Maxi 
hammered through the plush porti^es of her boudoir, fliey could — 
well— thumb their noses at grumpy dd Papa, flic Ht^urg and 
the world at large. Not that flic didn’t love Papa. He was pre- 
cious, and flie was of course devoted to hhn, but on the oexaflon 
ei fact msarmgc he did behave badly. 
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“I must write a letter to Franzi,” the Archduke’s voice now 
trailed oR in the direction of his own rooms. “Join me as soon as 
you can. We should send a courier before going down to dinner.” 

She was in complete accord with this. Dismissing Countess 
Kollonitz, she finished her toilet in haste and presendy tiptoed 
to her husband’s writing-table where she peered over his shoulder, 
pressing her head close to his. At sight of his beautiful calligraphy 
and the even more beautiful message of wealth and success which 
it conveyed, she bubbled over with jubilation. 

“Oh, that sweet Napoleon,” she cried, “that excellent Eug6iie!” 

At dinn er that night the master and mistress of Miramar radi- 
ated happiness. Table conversation, in which the French Envoy 
took his customary active part^ sparkled with wit and sanguine 
prophecy. 



Qiapter 7 


The post caixied Maximilian’s report to Vietma and the Emperor 
Franz Joseph’s reply came by return pouch. Its tenor was slightly 
disappointing. “Yes, yes,” wrote the Austrian monarch, “those 
sums are colossal, but what about the support of Spain and Eng- 
land? From your letter I can see that you did not insist striedy 
upon the guaranty of the three powers, particularly Great Britain. 
I must remind you most urgently o£ this condition as originally 
stipulated. You can not be dependent upon France alone.” 

From King Leopold, to whom a message had likewise been dis- 
patched, came objections of a difEerent sort. “If French troops 
remain stationed in Mexico for the best part oE a decade,” tie 
strategist from Brussels wished to know, “who will become 
Commandcr-in-Chief ? I do not see it clearly stated in your per- 
sonal report to me whether or not the Emperor of Mexico is to 
be supreme war-lord in his own dominitm” 

Maximilian himself did not know the answer to this. The draft 
composed by Monsieur Fould contained several paragraphs tm 
the subject but they were ambiguous and difficult to interpret 
Article 5, for instance, provided that “in garrisons compo«d 
both French and Mexican troops, or in expeditionary £&rca so 
composed, the French officer is always to have the epoomand.” 
This would appear to leave the Empaor of Mexico without prac- 
tical authority except perhaps “in cases where native imperialist 
troc^s operate alone ” It was a foggy issue and Maximilian <Bd 
not understand it very well. To t^ the truths he hadn’t the 
frintest recoUecdon of having read Article 5. 

It seemed as if these irritating objectiurs from his nearest kin 
now loosed upon the Archduke new avalandies of dismal pre^- 
nosdeadon. From the most unexpected quarters came unsolkked 
notes of wamuig. A total stranger, Barm Emil vm Rkhthofen, 
who was Prusdm Minister itt Hamboig and had fotmedy lived 
in Mexico^ deckured tlnit “nodungeould bedone with that onintry 

101 



102 PHANTOM CROWN 

by Europe.” A person o£ still less renown, the United States Con- 
sul at Trieste, Richard Hildreth, spoke a small piece. “I know,” 
he asserted emphatically, “that the Mexicans have a desperate and 
innat e antipathy for kings and aristocrats. Allow me to add that 
anyone aspiring to the throne of Mexico, if he really attains it, will 
have to be extraordinarily lucky to escape with his life.” 

England, in particular, raised her voice in earnest protest. Lord 
Palmerston called Mexico a “witches’ cauldron.” He saw no 
future whatever for that country’s “eflEete and mongrel popula- 
tion.” The former ChcargS d’ Affaires in Mexico, Sir Charles Wyke, 
who happened to be taking the cure at Karlsbad, hoped the Arch- 
duke would not “poke his head into such a hornets’ nest. Max- 
imilian must have been deceived in regard to Mexican sentiments, 
for the monarchist party exists, politically speaking, only where it 
is supported by French bayonets, which may be die case on the 
direct line from the coast to the capital, but nowhere in the interior 
of Mexico.” 

Even obscure and impecunious Italian poets who caught wind 
of the affair wrote doggerels advising all pretenders to “renounce 
the rotten throne of the Montezumas.” Their foolscap offerings 
peeped impudendy from the mass of unread missives which the 
valet Sebastian Sdberzcnlcchner dropped into a drawer of the 
Archduke’s desk; here they were doomed to oblivion. It so hap- 
pened that Maximilian complained, now and then, of headaches 
caused by eyestrain. Of late, the valet had been entrusted with 
secretarial dude^ since the Miramar budget did not allow for a 
complete staff of prmcely attendants. Among Scherzcnlechner’s 
daily tadrs was that of sorting his master’s mail and reading aloud 
such reports as Maximilian, who tired easily, was in the habit of 
brushing aside. It was naturally in the servant’s interest to remove 
from the Archduke’s ken all unfavorable and discouraging in- 
formation concerning the Mexican situation. If the dream of 
empire materialized, Schcrzenlcchner could reasonably expect 
further promotion, since the Archduke was known to show the 
utmost loyalty to subordinates. 

In Paris similar tactics were pursued. At the New Year’s Day 
reception, 1864, the Empress Eugenie was drawn into a sobering 
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conversation with William Lewis Dayton, the American Minister. 
“Madame,” said the latter, “the war in my country is fast drawing 
to a close and the North is going to win. France must abandon 
her projector there is trouble ahead for the Austrian.” 

The Empress changed color. Her face twitdbed excitedly as she 
answered: “Permit me to assure you that if Mexico were not so 
distant, and my son not a mere baby, I myself would place bim 
at the head of the French army, in order to write with his sword 
one of the most shining pages in the history of this century.” 

“Madame,” the American finished with equanimity, “you had 
better thank God that Mexico is so far away, and that your son is. 
still swinging a toy saber.” 

Eugenie turned from him, gelid with rage. She made a mental 
note that neither the Minister nor his daughter would receive an- 
other invitation to appear at Coml:. As for the obnoxious warning, 
she must dismiss it mstantly from her thoughts, and take care that 
no hint of it should reach that vacillating Archduke. A cheerful 
flow of correspondence must be kept up between the Tuileries and 
Miramar. The prize, a transatlantic empire for France, was worth 
the gamble. 

In Vienna they were playing ostrich too. Up to now, the Hof- 
burg had maintained a strictly passive attitude, even thou^ the 
entire Hapsburg dan was inwardly consumed with anxiety lest 
the Mexican venture fitU through. Ostensibly Franz Joseph found 
feult with the proceedings, mrging more securities and pledges. 
Maximilian must not allow himself to be made into “a satrap 
of France.” At the same time, the Hofburg was ready to bolster 
up the Archduke’s courage, in the event that no further pledges 
were forthcoming. The Austrian frigate Novara had been over- 
hauled in all secrecy and put in readiness for Maxi’s long journey, 
since it was quite evident that England and Spain did not intend 
to proffer a flotilla. King Leopold’s repeated jaimts to Lcmdc^i 
had netted the observation: “Victoria seems anxious to see me. 
The weadier has been vile!” but no boats. 

'The ticklish question of a bodygi^d was being settled under 
cover. Since Napdeon had net made any dear promises on this 
pdn^ Franz Joseph was recruiting throu^out his provinces fa 
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a volunteer corps which might be called upon to accompany the 
Archduke to Mexico. Trained ofiScers from the General Staff, 
“artillery with competent gunners, and pontoon-trains” were in- 
cluded in the plans, and each man was promised the same rank in 
the Austrian army (in the event of a forcible return) as he had 
occupied before leaving it. Letters were written to Brussels, re- 
questing a thousand soldiers for especial protection of the Empress 
of Mexico, who was a Belgian national. 

Besides this the family coffers at the Hofburg had been opened 
and a fund laid aside, amounting to two hundred thousand gulden. 
This sum was to be placed at Maximilian’s disposal in the event 
that his promised grandiose salary from overseas was for any reason 
slow in arriving. After the Archduke had once ascended the 
throne of Mexico his regular allowance of one hundred thousand 
gulden would revert to the Austrian Crown and serve to pay up 
the mortgage on Castle Miramar. 

In all these things Franz Joseph quietly prepared for any emer- 
gency which might arise to confuse his brother and deflect him 
from the glorious opportunity that lay ahead. Whether his mo- 
tives were dynastic or personal, Franz Joseph favored the experi- 
ment and firmly believed in its success. He bethought himself of 
many helpful little details and, to complete his efforts, he capped 
them with an afterthought. This assumed the guise of a most 
original gift which arrived at Miramar on a crisp spring morning 
in 1864. Boxed by the Austrian Court Jeweler and created after 
a ^>ecial design, it was found to be a diamond-studded scarf-pin 
eichellished with the presumable imperial arms of a new Mexica 
With the bauble came a demand for Maximilian’s renundation 
of his rights to the Austrian throne. 

This was a severe blow. Placed face to face with such an al- 
ternative Maximilian realized that his consideration of the Mexi- 
can Crown was in reality a fmOe de mieux, or hobby, desired only 
because it might fill the onptiness of his existence. To relinquish 
in its favor the sacred rights of Hapsburg succession— -Austria’s 
little Crown Prince Rudolf was ax years old and might well 
require a regent before his majority— 4his was more than he had 
bargained for. Again, to the consternation of every CHteoHicerned, 
the Archduke refused. 
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The news reached Paris, where Herbet was soundly upbraided 
for not having once and for all committed Maximilian by obtain- 
ing the latter’s signature on Monsieur Fould’s preliminary draft. 
A revised and much embellished copy was hurriedly drawn up 
and a date set for a convention at Trieste. Meanwhile, Eugenie 
herself came to the front by hitting upon a most presuasive meas- 
ure. 

She commissioned a military tailor in Paris to create an elaborate 
parade uniform of a supposed Mexican field mardial. Thi^ to- 
gether with a handsome supply of stationery bearing the Haps- 
burg crest superimposed upon an Aztec eagle, was now shipped 
promptly to Miramar in token of her Majesty’s friendship and 
esteem. 

Carlotta, hardly less chagrined than the Empress of the French, 
made a hasty trip to Brussels for a consultation with her &thcr. 
Anxiety filled her heart for sh«^ whose mother had been a mere 
queen, “was wild to be an empress.” What did Papa think of 
Maxi’s new objection? Had he heard that the Archduke’s feel- 
ings were hurt and that he intended to move to Rome as a private 
dozen? 

King Leopold, it appeared, was au courant with the whole a6bir. 
He had confidential agents in Vienna who, when there was 
nothing else to report, sent on the imperial menu. On the subject 
of Maximilian’s renunciation the Coburg temper flared up. It 
was wicked of Franz Joseph to trap his brother at the last moment 
with a matter which should have been dedded upon before the 
Mexican negotiadems had actually opened. Besides, where his 
own purse was not involved, Leopold believed impliddy in clam- 
oring for one’s patrimony. After all; Carlotta and her unbmn 
children had a d^im to Maximilian’s inheritance, and renundatitm 
meant tliat these descendants of the Cd>urg line wtwld be defrived 
(£ their just rights. 

“What are we to do?” the Archduchess asked, 

“Be firm. Don’t give up an inch.” 

“But Franzi will not relent— and we are in his power, sina^ as 
head of the family, he must give his consent before Maxi can 
accept the crown d Mexico, ^ould we for^o this, crown?” 

King Leopold sho(^ his head with still greater vehemence. “No{, 
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under no circumstances! You must never lose your great pros- 
pects in the New World.” 

“Well, then ” Carlotta saw that it was not easy for her father 

to find a way out of this labyrinth of paradoxes. 

“Temporize,” he said at last, with a resentful groan, “and de- 
mand some assurance that, in the event of a — ^fiasco — overseas, 
you will be reinstated and invested with your former rank and 
privileges.” 

Ignoring her father’s involuntary admission that the Mexican 
adventure could conceivably end in failure, Carlotta committed 
his words to memory and returned to Miramar greatly heartened. 
She found her imhappy spouse browsing through a variety of 
painful missives, all of which were designed to stir him out of his 
dudgeon. Foremost among them was the Hapsburg Family Pact 
which listed the terms of Maximilian’s renunciation and bore 
Franz Joseph’s meticulous autograph. In addition to this there 
was a letter from the Austrian Emperor which began: "Mein 
lieber Hen Bruder, Erzherzog Ferdinand Max!" Under this 
solemn address of “Sir, my dear brother. Archduke Ferdinand 
Max” the reasons for the Hofburg’s attitude were made clear. 
Historic precedents were quoted, among them Louis XIV’s grand- 
son, Philip, Duke of Anjou, who had been forced to renounce “all 
the rights of a French prince, rights of succession and regency, 
as well as appanage” before he became King Philip V of Spain. 

The argument sounded reasonable. Franz Joseph claimed that 
he had been prompted by the interests of Maximilian as well as 
by those of Austria. “In the event of my death during Rudolf’s 
minority,” he wrote, “how would you perform the functions of 
a regent from Mexico ? Had you intend^ abdicating the Mexican 
throne? If so, would you not in the meantime have become a 
total stranger to conditions in Austria?— Your duty lies in the 
direction of your new subjects to whom you must prove your love 
by renouncing all personal rights and devoting yourself hence- 
forward to Mexico alone.” 

Couched in such felicitous terms the demands of Vienna seemed 
rather less grim. Carlotta felt certain that King Leopold’s clause 
about future reinstatement could be wedged in. 
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But far more cutting than the dialectics of nervous relatives 
was a long harangue in Napoleon’s almost illegible scrawl. It 
had been brought to Miramar by the latter’s aide-de-camp and 
inspector-general of artillery, General Charles Auguste de Pros- 
sard, and was dated March 28, 1864. 

“Your Imperial Highness [wrote L’Empereur] has as- 
sumed responsibilities which you are no longer free to drop. 
Indeed, what would you think of me if— after your Imperial 
Ehghness reached Mexico — ^I were to declare abruptly that 
I can no longer keep the pledges to which I have put my 
own signature! . . . No, it is impossible for you to turn back 
on your plan df going to Mexico, or to admit before the whole 
world that you have allowed &mily interests to nullify all 
the hopes which France and Mexico have reposed in you. It 
is in your own interest as well as that of your kinsmen that 
these obligations be carried through as arranged, for the 
honor of ^e House of Hapsburg is at stake. ... I plead 
your forgiveness for these apparently brutal words, but the 
circumstances are so stressing that I am forced to speak 
pldnly.” 

Bonaparte shrewdness had inspired these line^ for Napoleon 
was wdOi aware of the Archduke’s subconscious reaction to an 
“ethical” challenge. Honor was Maximilian’s most vulnerable 
spot. 

In reality, despite the above recriminations, the French Emperor 
knew that his candidate was not yet bound by even oral ^ee- 
ments. But he felt that there would be no harm in a bedd attempt 
to shake Maximilian’s poise. One could always take a Hapsburg 
by his pride. A blxmt accusation and the threat dE certain scandal 
would bring the recalcitrant young man to terms. 

General Frossard had instructions to assume his most martial 
mien while visiting at Miramar. If possible he was not to leave 
again without having extracted fresn Maximilian the long awaked 
Upswer for the stranded Mexican delegates who roosted in Paris 
hIs while awaiting db.e call c£ their swmn j^pmxr. 

^^ttwsard rather overplayed hh |art, strutting through the halls 
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of Miramar with the aiTS of a prefect of police. His attitude so 
incensed Carlotta that she came to her beloved Maxi’s defense, 
breaking into a conversation between the two men. 

“We know perfectly well, General,” she snapped, “that in going 
to Mexico we are performing a neat service for the Emperor 
Napoleon.” 

The Frenchman eyed her coldly. “A service” he replied, “which, 
I believe, is mutual - — ” 

Carlotta flinched, for she perceived in his voice a galling lack 
of deference. “Perhaps so, Monsieur,” she retaliated, “but you 
will grant that there is a discrepancy in values.” 

“And Madame the Archduchess wishes to say by that 

Carlotta’s next words came tremulously. “We may forfeit our 
health and our lives in that far land,” she murmured; “surely this 
outweighs the paper exertions of your master!” 

The duel of words ended there, with little gained, since nothing 
was more remote from Carlotta’s mind than to strengthen her hus- 
band’s present dislike for the Mexican candidature. Her tifi with 
the general was on personal grounds; she had to put the soldier in 
his place. 

After the sparring was over it became necessary to solicit Fros- 
sard’s aid in applying a kindly subtle pressure upon the Archduke. 
With feminine dasticity Carlotta smoothed her feathers and this 
time cajoled the corrected Frenchman into drt^ping his militant 
m anne r. Peaceful disquisitions ensued and by the end of the week 
Napoleon received a telegram in which Maximilian pledged him- 
self to relent as far as his dignity would permit, while a separate 
courier carried the clause proposed by King Leopold to Vietma. 
U the former elicited joy^ encomiums the latter brought only 
half-hearted cheers. Franz Joseph composed a reply to the effect 
that a place would most certainly be made for the Archduke and 
his wif^ in the event of a miscarriage overseas. “A place” was not 
what Maximilian had asked for. A secorLd note from Vienna 
modified the text of the first by the addition of agreeable predicates, 
while yet a third added that the Emperor of Mexico and his de- 
pendents would “at all times find a warm recq)tian in the bosom 
of the family, with due regard for their former rank.” But the 
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rights of succession and inheritance received no specific mention. 

Frossard continued at Miramar, interpreting— with Carlotta’s 
able assistance— each new message from the Hofburg, Franz 
Joseph’s cryptic phraseology. did not strike them as cryptic at all! 
The French oflScer and the Belgian princess felt that the three 
autographed notes supplemented one another and completely 
covered Maximilian’s demands. With considerable effort on his 
own part the Archduke allowed himself to be convinced. General 
Frossard departed for Parij with Maximilian’s invitation to the 
Mexican commission. 



Chaitter 8 


The whole project which had languished for so many months was 
now imbued with a fresh glow of vitality. The &iiigr& and mem> 
bcrs of Forey’s deputation gave up their constant bickerings and 
united once more under a common banner. Estrada brushed up 
on his Proclamation-of-the-Empire speech while sundry clerics 
rcheaned the ritual of administering an oath of allegiance. 

At Carlotta’s instigation a teacher of Spanish was promptly 
summoned to Miramar and Maximilian’s library began suddenly 
to abound in grandiloquent treatises and starkly biased histories 
of colonial life. Judgiog from the authors who duttered his book- 
shelves, the Archduke’s information on the American scene in 
its fullest continental sense must have been a spurious mixture 
of Jules Verne, Karl May and James Fenimore Q)oper, with a ro- 
mantic dash of Don Quixote added for good measure. 

The date for the arrival of the Mexican deputation at Miramar 
had been set for the early part of April. left a brief span 
of time for a series of conciliatory visits to be made by Maximilian 
and Carlotta about the capitals of Europe, particularly in those 
countries where explanations were in order. Spain had at first 
been discounted. “No ships, no visit!” wrote £ug6ue in regard 
to a call at Madrid. But in the end it was thought prudent to 
diow dvility to Queen Isabella. An exchange of courtesies with 
this Bourbon lady brought to light that the Queen <rf Spain hdd a 
definite grudge against the estranged colonics for not having 
offered the crown of Mexico to her daughter. She was readily 
consoled, however, by vague prcxnises of a probable transoceanic 
marriage after the litdc girl grew up. 

In London Queen Victoria, though pleased by the niceties of 
Viennese etiquette, was not amused. Sir Charles Wyke, back in 
his homeland, continued to make biting commentary. Being told 
that a deputation of Mexicans was even now en route to Miramar, 
there to rquesent the majority of their countrymen, the cynical 
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Briton declared: ‘Tes, some of them bring a majority vote from 
places inhabited by two Indians and a monkey.” Nor was Lord 
Palmerston more cheering. In self-defense Maximilian pointed 
out that several Bourbon princes were eager to seize the Mexican 
Crown if he declined it. Perhaps the Queen’s government pre- 
ferred such an alternative. At this the gaunt Premier mellowed and 
broke into his roaring laugh. “A Bourbon,” he shouted, “there’s 
not one of them worth a fig!” And now Victoria too joined in the 
mirth, a thing quite rare in these days of her widowhood. True, 
she did not crow as she had done in her youth, when Mr. Creevey 
was moved to write in his diary: “A more homdy being than our 
little Vic you never beheld. She laughs in real earnest, opening 
her mouth as wide as it can go, and showing not very pretty gums. 
She eats quite as heartily as she laughs; I think I may say she 
gobbles.” But the Widow of Windsor’s chuckle vouchsafed good- 
will (if not a naval escort) to the Archduke, for she thought bim 
a “genteel and likable young man.” 

Carlotta in turn won the Queen’s heart anew by her tactful- 
ness and charm. As far back as 1856, while still a young girl at 
Laeken, she had incurred Victoria’s displeasure by not accepting 
King Pedro V of Portugal for a husband. The British sovereign 
had written copious letters to her uncle, King Leopold, insisting 
that “for Portugal an amiable, well-educated queen would be an 
immense blessing, for there never has been one.” Elsewhere she 
had added: “I am sure you would be more likely to secure Char- 
lotte’s happiness if you gave her to Pedro, than to one of those 
innumerable Archdukes or to Prince George of Saxony.” And, 
as an afterthought: “Pedro should, however, be written to. . . 

But Carlotta had married one of those innumerable Archdukes 
and his delightfiil manners painfied the thwarted matchmaker 
of yore. In fact, had it not been for Parliament^ Victoria was at 
the point of weakening and giving die “dear young people” a 
frigate. Experience with her Lords and Cmnmons alone deterred 
her. 

Before leaving England the future Empetor and Empress d 
hfexico had another somewhat poignant call to make. At Clare- 
mont^ where the youdiful Leopdd had lived with his first bride 
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Princess Charlotte in the shadow of an English throne, now 
dwelled in exile the widowed Queen of France, Marie Amalie, 
and her daughter Q&nentine, who had a very long Bourbon nose 
and sufEered from insomnia. The relict of poor Louis Philippe was 
in a state of confusion over her grandchildren’s adventurous 
schemes. Her knowledge of geo^aphy was dim, but she was 
familiar with the conduct of republican mobs — ^“horrible creatures, 
with cruel, fiendish faces”— storming a royal palace. 

“They will murder you!” she repeated over and over, raising a 
bony finger in warning. The Princess Clementine, who was 
very devOut, clicked her rosary in time to the ominous words. With 
more haste than courtesy the Archduke and his vsdfe took their 
leave. 

Paris was next on their schedule. At St. Cloud Napoleon III 
graciously descended to the sixth step of the royal stairs (in 1856 
he remained stonily at the top) and embraced his prospective 
cousin-in-ermine. Beside him stood Eugdnie, radiant with satis- 
faction. She at once presented Maximilian with a gold medallion 
of the Madonna, murmuring: “It vnll bring you luck. Monsieur.” 
For Carlotta there were a Spanish mantilla and one of those san- 
dalwood fans with gold and silver filigree which Eugenie was in 
the habit of ordering in Madrid from her sister Paca . . . “ten la 
bondad de comprarme dos cAanicos escarlatas. Que scan los 
mis bonitos que puedas descubrir y si ningunos te sadsfacen bis- 
cdos hasta Cidiz . . . .” 

Such postscripts to Eug&iie’s letters were invariably written in 
Spanish, since only in her mother-tongue could the Empress pre- 
vail upon her sister that she must “search as far as Cidiz for the 
most beaudfiil scarlet &ns with long staves and the most elegant 
panels. ...” 

Apart from these minor attentions Napoleon himself had pre- 
pared a more lavish gift. The firm of Christofle in Paris had been 
commissioned to engrave a silver tea and coffee set with the initials 
M.I.M. (Maximilian I, of Mexico) and a jewel-studded crown. A 
part of this set was designed for petit dSjeuner or intimate and 
individual use, while the remaining portion followed the tradi- 
tional banquet requirements. Queen Victoria, whose tastes ran 
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to solid sterling, would have sniffed disdainfully at the modest 
silver content of French Christofle plate. Her Prime Minister 
would gleefully have drawn a caustic parallel between the spurious 
preciosity of Napoleon’s offering and the dubious worth of the 
empire that went with it. 

But the Archduke and his wife were dazzled by the flattery that 
enveloped them. As they drove through Paris streets people 
cheered. Carlotta was especially remembered because of her 
French mother, Louise Mari^ who in her day had been as pious as 
her surviving sister Cl^entinc. “Bonne chance, Madame VArchu 
duchesse ^Autricher cried the inflammable Parisians. To what 
extent such acclamations were spontaneous or prearranged can not 
be determined. It is a well established fact that no European 
monarch ever depends upon voluntary outbursts of homage from 
his people. They are apt to be embarrassing. When royalty goes 
visiting abroad professional cheer leaders are everywhere set in 
motion. 

Thus an ovation had been planned to take place at the opera. 
But the affair was canceled at the last minute when news arrived 
from Munich that the King of Bavaria, Maximilian 11 (of the 
House of Wittdsbach to which Napoleon the Great had been so 
friendly), passed suddenly away. The Dowager Archduchess 
Sophie in Vienna was a Wittdsbach, as well as Empress Elisabeth, 
Franz Joseph’s consort. It was therefore unseemly to engage in 
further festivities. 

Instead, a few business matters were happily wound up. On 
March 18, 1864, Napoleon III had written to the timorous Arch- 
duke: “I urge you to count upon my everlasting fricndtiiip. You 
noiay rest assured that my support will not fail you in the acoim- 
p lishment of the feat you arc so courageously undertaking.” To 
these pledges were now added the specific stipulations in regard 
to French troops and guaranties ot safety drawn up in the revised 
memorandum of Messieurs Heibet and Fould. The Seal of France 
as well as L’Empereur’s signature were appended to this new docu- 
ment, leaving a ^ace for Maximilian’s name (to be fiiUed in after 
the formal acceptance of the Mexican Crown at Miramar). A 
witness to these proceedings was General Count Anguste Charles 
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de Flahault dc la Billarderic, onc-timc lover of careless Hortense, 
and father of Momy who possessed most of the Jeckcr bonds. This 
old martial figure and the suave shadow of his bastard son were 
as much a part of the Second French Empire as the Bonaparte 
goatee. 

While the men were thus attending to affairs of state, Eug6iie 
and Carlotta visited the more fashionable churches of Paris and 
prayed for the good of humanity in general and that of France and 
Mexico in particular. They went about heavily veiled, while the 
staunch Senor Hidalgo accompanied them. In his diary he noted 
that at St Sulpice the Empress Eugenie fell into such a trance of 
religious fervor that, pushing her way through a crowd of non- 
descript worshipers, she reached the crucifix and kissed it “although 
a huge negro servant in livery had just finished doing so before 
her.” 

But at last the pleasant Paris days came to an end and tEe roy- 
alties parted with tenderest embraces. Hie trail led northward 
again, toward Belgium, where King Leopold awaited his children. 
Once more the streets of Brussels were festooned in honor of il- 
lustrious company, and at Laeken paternal eyes beamed. 

Yes;, King Leopold was pleased with his little Charlotte. Burst- 
ing with pride the old monarch dwelled fondly on the theme of 
O^urg prowess, admitting that Maximilian shared in this prowess, 
as it were, by proxy. Carlotta’s two brothers, the Duke of Bra- 
bant and the Count of Flanders, hovered over their sister with 
unaccustomed gallantry. The older (later Leopold II of Cl^o de 
M6:ode escapades) saw fit to congratulate Maximilian in an ad- 
dress wherein he topped his rhapsodic felidtations with a char- 
acteristic personal note: 

“The Hapsburgs, when joined with the Coburgs,” he declared, 
“find ever new opportunities to indulge their legitimate passion for 
doing good to the most different peoples!” C16opold, whose famous 
mistress earned him that nickname, was obvi(xisly content 

Carlotta appreciated the sentiment but marveled at the point of 
view. It was beGommg quite clear that her family look^ upon 
the Medom project in terms of nothing but Belgian aggrandize- 
ment The Coburg destiny became the subject c£ every conversa- 
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tion; it flavored (^era, badminton and the soup. After die soli- 
tude of Miramar, where Carlotta had learned to dissect boredom 
until she almost loved its morbid languor, the vibrant atmosphere 
of Laeken seemed too stifling to bear. She welcomed Maximilian’s 
suggestion that they continue on their journey. 

It had been decided in private condave that litde time was to 
be lost in Germany where a grim gigantic figure loomed over 
Prussia. Otto Eduard Leopold, Prinz von Bismarck-Schonhausen, 
was putting the Teutonic household in order and planning great 
things for his country. The Catholic dynasty of Hapsburg did 
not figure favorably in these plans and Napoleonic chess games 
overseas were frowned upon. Obviously the thing to do was to' 
tiptoe through the Reich and make for Miramar as soon as possible. 
Vienna had been scratched from the itinerary after a telegraphic 
message had reached the travders on the Bdgian border, announc- 
ing that the Mexican deputation was already assembling at Trie^ 
A dispatch from the Hofburg further assured Maximilian that the 
Emperor Franz Joseph and his younger brothers would set out 
in company of otiicr members of the Court, hoping to reach Mir- 
amar in time for the convention. The stage was set and the cur- 
tain ready to go up. . . . 



Chapter 9 


The crystal chandeliers were gleaming in the marble ballroom of 
Miramar where no one ever danced. Under a gold-embroidered 
sillrffn canopy the Archduke and his wife sat on gilded chairs and 
bowed to the strange guests whom the master of ceremonies, 
Marquis Corio, was ushering into their presence. Through tall 
archrf windows a flaming sunset trembled over a turquoise sea. 
It was a late Sunday afternoon in April. 

Ma-rimilian had Messed in his most impressive uniform, that of 
an Austrian vice-admiral. He wore the orders of the Golden 
Fleece (granted exclusively to royalty and highest nobility) and 
the Grand Cross of Saint Stephen. Carlotta looked ravishing in 
a robe of crimson velvet It vras a color she did not usually enjoy 
wearing despite the vivid contrast it lent to her dark hair. Great 
quantities (rf Brussels lace inherited from her mother had been 
used for trimming bodice and skirt. Besides the archducal coronet 
^e wore a necklace and bracelets of diamonds and the Black Rib- 
bon of the Order of Malta. 

Many friends had come from Austria, among them all of Max- 
imilian’s former instructors. There were the old tutor Count 
Heinrich and his son, Count ELarl Bombelles; Prince Eszterhizy 
who taught Hungarian at Court; Count von Schneider (mathe- 
matics); Baron de Binther (diplomacy); Pater Meyer (religion); 
and Vice-Admiral Zerman (naval tactics and Italian). Among 
them stood also Stefan Herzf dd, the young ensign who had shared 
Mkxl’s early days aboard a man-of-war. 

In anther group could be seen Napoleon’s aide-de<amp. Gen- 
eral Frossard, and the special French Envoy, Monsieur Herbet 
They talked in low whispers with Bdgium’s Minister to Austria, 
Monsieur Monier, who had entered with the captain of the French 
gunboat Themis. 

The Archduke was unaware of their presence. Efls blue eyes 
seemed fixed on &r hoi^ons and his full lips were pressed to- 
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gether in a straight line as if to force a determination which he 
did not feel. Carlotta knew that his thoughts were removed from 
this assembly where he would be offered an imperial crown; they 
were with his three brothers who had come to say farewell and 
had dq>arted on the same day for Vienna. To the last Franz 
Joseph had upheld the dignity of his house by refusing to take 
more than a passive part in the proceedings. None of the Mexican 
delegates should catch sight of the Emperor of Austria, lest it be 
said that he negotiated a deal for Im relative like any bourgeois 
tradesman. 

Only yesterday, in a private room adjoining the great hall, the 
brothers had spoken to one another for the last time. 

“You will bring honor to our house,” Franz Joseph had said 
gravely, “and restore the luster which tmder my unlucky star was 
lost.” 

“I shall bring you no iduuue,” was die simple reply. 

“Mama, and Sisi arc waiting for you at home. Sisi couldn’t 
come because of her rheumatism.” 

“What—at her age?” Both brothers seemed grateful for small 
talk. 

Franz Joseph smiled. “Oh, yes, it’s because she never stays in- 
doors. Giunt Griinne asked her if the malady ran in her family, 
and die told him no, just in her legs.” 

There was a pause. Then the Emperor added: 'Tapa will be 
down from the Hradschin when you come to say good-by.” 

“That may be impossible. The Emperor Napoleon has fixed 
our sailing date for tomorrow.” 

“Max 

Overcome with forgotten tenderness Franz Joseph cla^>ed his 
brother’s hand. Both men embraced in silence. The ouly audible 
noise in the room was tjie faint rustling of paper in the Empertx’s 
breast pocket It contained Maximilian’s renunciation and dgna- 
turc. Franz Jos^h could feel the words burning above his heart 

“Dynastic law compels us, Max^ to do inhuman things.” He 
tum^ quickly to go. 

The younger brothers, ELarl and Ludwig; saw no reason for such 
gtkf . llw Archdukes Rainer, &lvatar, Joseph, all cousins; jdbred 
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ia a chorus o£ congratulations. They raved. In their bleak aristo> 
cratic childhood they had all devoured the Leatherstocking Tales, 
and Maxi’s good fortune was regarded by them with frankly 
envious eyes. With but a word of encouragement they would, 
each and every one of them, have packed up a rucksack and fol- 
lowed Vasco da Gama around the world. . . . 

But duty squelched their glowing fantasies. The young men 
had been trotted back to Viennese barracks, drills and the amenities 
of Frau Sacher’s f^ous restaurant. The Archduke Maximilian 
stood alone before his fate. Not quite alone, for beside him was 
Carlotta, devoted, vibrant, happy. She embodied the courage and 
assurance which he, the irresolute dreamer, lacked. Hers was the 
nature of a positivist. The Coburgs wae all practical soul^ un- 
troubled by doubts. Through Maximilian’s veins coursed the 
blood of older and more experienced races which rendered him 
more sensitive to light and shadow, to premonitions of failure and 
success. 

It was Carlotta’s smiing composure which turned the Miramar 
convention into a memorable event. The delegates from overseas 
were charmed by her elegance and poise. She was surrounded by 
ladies of title: the Marquise de Ville, the two Countesses Zichy 
(sisters) from Hungary, the Countess Paula KoUonitz, and Prin- 
cess Pauline Mettemich-Sindor whom Paris society called "ce re- 
muant petit monstrd'* b^use of her clever and devastating tongue. 
The very sound of these distinguished names was pleasing to 
Latin fmigrfs who longed to breathe the air of Courts. 

Following the Marquis Corio’s painstaking directions the depu- 
tation had assembled in a semidrde about the great baldachin. 
Sehor Josf Maria Gudfrrez de Estrada stepped forward and read 
the proclamation of the Regents of Mexico. Immediately behind 
him waited two notable orators, the prominent lawyer Pablo Mar- 
tinez del Rio and his colleague Francisco de Paul Arangoiz y 
BerzabaL As soon as their turn came a contest of admirable 
speeches ensued. With verbal blandishments as charming as they 
were unconstitutional the gentlemen whose tongues wagged so 
well e3q}lained to Maximilian that they represented the “over- 
whelming majority” of their countrymen. If in reality they 
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scarcdy represented one-tenth— and their deliberations or con- 
clusions in no way proved binding for the unwitting balance of 
the Mexican nation — the Archduke had no way of either guessing 
or knowing the truth. The members of the deputation were them- 
selves intoxicated by their own eloquence and, being misinformed 
by General Forey in regard to true conditions overseas, acted in 
perfect good faith. 

To the final offer of the diadem of Mexico Maximilian made an- 
swer in moved and solemn phrases. “It can only be flattering 
to our house,” he said, “that at the first mention of the word 
‘monarchy’ the eyes of your countrymen were at once turned to 
the race of Charles V. I am ready to accept the throng supported 
by the acquiescence of the high chief of my family and confiding 
in the protection of the Almighty.” 

On hearing these words Estrada knelt down before the Arch- 
duke and paid homage to him as the new sovereign. The president 
of the deputation raised Maximilian’s hand above the heads of tlie 
assembly and cried enthusiastically; “Viva Su Majestad Fernando 
Mttidmiliano, Emperador de M^jicol" He then moved on to the 
Archduchess and repeating the gesture proclaimed her Empress 
of Mexica 

Throughout the room the salute was repeated while the dde- 
gates and attendants bowed in profound reverence. And as the 
venerable Abbot of Lacroma administered the oath of allegiance 
to Maximilian an almost atavistic belief in the divine right o£ 
kings surged in the latter’s breast. How els^ if not through pre- 
destination, could such thmgs happen? Obeying this mystic 
credo he reverently placed a long white hand upon the Book 
of the Gospels whidh was presented to him by Dr. Ignacio Montes 
de Oca, a Mexican priest The Empress^ drunk with timilar emo- 
tions, followed his example and rq>eated tiie vows qx&en for her 
by Father Tomis Gdmez of the Spanish Order of San Francisco, 
libe organ in the palace chapel rang forth a maje^c Te Deum 
and the entire company fil^ through the marble corridors in 
elaborate procession. 

Ihc cer«n<Miy aver, Monsioir Hcrbct presented his documents 
for Maximflian’s rignattnre. Ihe “Convention of Miramar,” dated 
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April 10, 1864, became effective. The remainder of the evening 
was spent in acquainting the new sovereigns with some of their 
tentative officials. Senor Joaquin Velasquez de Le6n was put forth 
as Minister of State, General Woll as aide-de-camp, Senor Angd 
Iglesias as Secretary of the Cabinet. 

The Empress meanwhile exercised her small and recently ac- 
quired Spanish vocabulary. In signing the pledge of allegiance 
she used for the first time the Spanish spelling of her name; 
Carlota. 

That night the delegates stretched out luxuriously upon brocade- 
covered beds in the well appointed guest rooms of Miramar. For 
the first time the passages and stairways echoed forth a veritable 
Babel of voices while the deputation, pemffiess for the most par^ 
reveled in the comforts of home. Count Emile de K6ratry, who 
kept track of all expenses for which France could later make 
Mexico responsible, made a quaint notation on the margin of his 
accounts. “We paid for the apparel of the notables who went to 
Miramar,” wrote the conscientious Frenchman, “as well as the 
flowers which were thrown tmder the feet of Forey’s troops upon 
their entry into Mexico City (July, 1863).” 

If the deputation slept well in its sheets the same could not be 
said for the newly proclaimed Emperor. On reaching his rooms 
Maximilian fell into a state of nervous despair. The full import 
of his momentous action loomed suddenly befcare him and he shud- 
dered at the irrevocable step he had taken. The confusing foreign 
sounds that filled his quiet villa were but a symbol of greater per- 
plexities to come—would h^ an alien by birth and upbringing, 
be capable of meeting them ? All at once the thought of exchang- 
ing the idle calm of his Adriatic retreat for the min gled joys of 
governing an unknown people appalled hhn. He developed a 
Wdache and rang for his physician. Doctor Jilek. 

“They expect me to leave to-morrow,” he complained. “Carla 
hasn’t begun packings and besides, one can’t tear away from Europe 
as abruptly as that!” 

The doctor spoke placating words and took his master’s tempera- 
ture. Maximilian was running a high fever. Defense mec hanisms , 
destined to become faduonable in a psychoanalytic future^ seemed 
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to be at work. When ^iritual distress becomes acute the body 
obligingly furnishes symptoms whereon may be pmned an excuse. 
The celebrated Jenny Lind always developed a ^ntaneous bona- 
fide head cold when overcome by sudden stage fright. This physi- 
ological phenomenon has since become every singer’s standard 
alibi. 

Alarmed by the state ci the Emperor’s nerves Doctor Jilek feared 
a breakdown. Exercising his professional authority, he ordered a 
postponement of the trip. Since Maximilian’s dejection lingered, 
the date of departure was twice dufted, being set for the twelfth 
and again for the fourteenth of April The thirteenth had been 
discounted because of its sinister portent. 

During all this time the Empress Carlota presided over ban- 
quets and receptions held for the special envoys who arrived daily 
with f dicitations from Paris, Rome, Brussels, London and Madrid. 
There was a tdegram from Napoleon: 

“I send congratulations to Your Majesty and adjure yoo, 

with all my heart, to rdy upon my friendsMp and support” 

Maximilian drafted a mdanchdiy response in whidi he referred 
to his malaise “following a chill caused by the advent of His h&j- 
esty the Emperor c£ Austria, my brother.” In glancing over this 
episde Carlota did not approve of its implications and quickly 
composed one better. The chill was not mentioned. 

And now the &teful hour was at hand. The morning ci April 
14, 1864, dawned gloriously over Trieae. Togged in their best 
finery the townspeople had gathered in a thick crowd altmg the 
flower-strewn Molo which stretched far out into the harbor. Rep- 
resentatives freun Milan, Venice and the Istrian cities brouj^t.do- 
quent salutatkms to their former Viceroy, while the Burgomaster 
of Trieste in full regalia delivered hims^ of a touching farewell 
address. A copy the latter was signed by approximatdy ten 
thousand burghers aird presented to Maximilian in token of af- 
fectiem. It now appeared that evary one had loved ^ gentle 
Archduke and that no one liked to see him go. 

Among the last-mmute tel^rams was one h<m the Dowager 
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Sophie in Vienna. “Farewell . . . Papa’s blessings and mine, 
OTir thoughts and tears accompany you. May God shield and guide 
you. Again, farewell from your native haimts where, perhaps^ 
we shall meet no more. . , . We bless you now and forever 
from our aching hearts.” 

Maximilian was intensely moved, though hardly to a point 
where “with streaming eyes and convulsively heaving bosom, no 
word could pass his lips,” as Mr. Percy F. Martin quotes an anony- 
mous scribe of the age. Those were days when eyes must stream 
and bosoms heave for purely rhetorical purposes. Far more cred- 
ible is the statement made by an cyewimess, the Countess Melanie 
Zichy. According to the latter’s report the Empress of Mexico 
noticed her husband’s suspiciously moist glance and whispered 
to her companions: 

“Look at my poor Mad! How sad he is ” 

As for Carlota herself, no parting grief dimmed her joyous an- 
ticipation of the future. She had thoroughly enjoyed the hectic 
bustle of the past few weeks. With immense relish she had assisted 
her household staff in the sorting of trunks and boxes for the great 
voyage. Now she stood smiling in her straw bonnet, taflFeta cos- 
tume and lace mitts, poised on the brink of adventure. 

It was a radiant day in April, the same date on which — ^more 
than a century and a half ago— the Bourbon Philip had made 
his entry into Madrid after being called to the throne of 
Spain. The analogy, already employed with such success in 
gaining Maximilian’s renunciation of his Hapsburg rights, was 
complete. 

Beside the embarcation steps a slender passenger launch rocked 
sofdy against the stone pediments. Tall and straight, its eight 
pairs erf oars rose into the air, held by a crew at rigid attention. 
Out in the harbor, white and agleam, the Nopara had weighed 
anchor. Beside her another Austrian gunboat, the Bellona, thun- 
dered forth salutes which were answered by the French frigate 
Themis. The imperial yacht fhantane and six cruisers decked 
with peimants stood by to escort the outgoing ships for an hour. 
Fore and aft, on all the decks, bluejackets presented arms. 

A fanfare of trumpets announced the moment of departure. 
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The muaidpal band of Trieste played the stirring Austrian an^ 
them: 


**GoU erhdte, Gott heschutze 
Unsem Kaiser, unset Reichl" 

With heads uncovered the crowd began to sing. At tie end 
of the first stanza there was a hush, for the brasses now blared 
forth the unfamiliar measure of a newly composed Merican na- 
tional air. 

The royal couple stepped into the launch. In the distance from 
the topgidlantmast of the corvette Novara, fluttered the imperial 
standard of cabalistic, inscrutable Merica . . . 
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THE PLAY 
Chapter 1 

Count Giovanni Maria Mastai FerrJbtti from Sinigaglia-^e 
ancient Sena Gallia in the Italian province of Ancona— thorougjily 
enjoyed his occupation. He was Pope Pius IX and in this vener- 
able capacity he shuffled through the Quirinal in softly padded 
slippers pursuing the multifarious interests of heaven upon earth. 

Posterity accords him an ample niche in the hall the im- 
mortals mainly because of two magnificent gestures executed dur- 
ing his l<Hig reign. Cheered by the comforts of spiritual and 
temporal power he arose one day from his pontific breakfast of 
hot chocolate and buttercakes to proclaim the infallibility of Pities, 
present and future, “when on the subject of faith or morals they 
issue decrees ex cathedra to the universal Church.” And again, 
after the summer palace of the Quirinal was unceremoniously 
coveted and seized by the King of Italy for royal residence, his 
Holiness rdEused all proposals of accommodation elsewhere and re- 
tired in splendid wrath to the Vatican where he declaroi himsdf 
a permanent prisoner. The obligation to nurse this grievance wds 
bequeathed to his successors. 

But on a fair spring morning in 1864— April ei^tedtuh, to be 
exact— this energetic gendeman had not as yet adorned his 
ography with either of the above-named feats. Instead, he had for 
many months been busy brooding over the calamides that w«xe 
beffllling his faithful flocks in one dE those preposterous Latm- 
American republics. The so<alled reform laws advanced hf that 
infidel JuSrez caused no end of mortificatiQn to dte Hffly See. 
Archbidiop Labastida of Mexico City bad taxed the Supreme 
Pootafi’s patience as wdl as his siqpply of ^eiry whfle reching once 
^ woeful Aexy of an jgnomisiods aiffl K^ifaae 

through ^ more unipitable aecdoni of a wicked town. 

. ■ . m - 
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The Holy Father, who in days to come was so erroneously to 
deem himself incapable of error, became incensed. Putting a 
strain on his imagination he concentrated fearfully on proper 
punitive measures wherewith to daunt that dis t a nt Antichrist, only 
to wind up with his most conventional expedient— the discharge 
<£ a snorting papal bull. But Juirez, the Indian, jeered at the 
ferocity of this parchment monster which reminded him of the 
pasty complexions of well-fed clerics. Paying no heed to edict or 
anatbfma he continued to relieve church cofEers of their bounty. 

It was this circumstance which forced the cause of God to join 
1 -baf of Napoleon and to work henceforth toward the establish- 
ment of a monarchy in Mexico. To be sure^ the new regime must 
be headed by a prince “belonging to a strictly Catholic dynasty” 
who would imm ediately annul the onerous Juirez decrees and re- 
stOTC the rich monastic properties to their rightful owners. The 
candidature of Maximilian Austria admirably suited the ex- 
pectations <rf the Holy Sec. 

Canno n boomed from the forts of Civiti Vecchia, the ancient 
Roman port, as the imperial flotilla bore Mexico’s Emperor through 
the Tyrrhenian waters. They were French cannon. After aiding 
Mazzini and Cavour in ousting the Hapsburgs from the regions 
<rf the Po, France had neglected to remove her own troops from 
Italy. She left them there until the war of 1870, when there was 
need oi them to fight the bad Bismarck in the North. 

Hearing the harbor salutes Pc^c Pius made ready to receive 
his august viators. The sumptuous Palazzo Marescotti had been 
prqpared in advance and here Maximilian and Carlota took up 
their lodgings for the brief period their stay. A papal audience 
was granted immediately and the fcarmer Archduke, s^ weighted 
demn by his inexplicable depression, asked for the blessing of the 
Chtirch. Pius IX diq>ensed this freely, interspersing indirect 
morsels advice as he did sa There was always reason to sus- 
pect Napoleon of— well— caprice and the Holy Father must look 
to the interests dE his flocL Before administering holy com- 
munion to the kneeling Emperor he warned : “Although die rights 
d nadms are great and must be respected, those of reUgion are 
much greater and hdier.” 




The Emperor. 


Photo by Korty, Viexma. 
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Maximilian, aware of a subtle pressure whidi was designed to 
extract unfair concessions from him, compromised. “While hon- 
estly endeavoring to fulfil my Christian duties,” he replied, “I 
have been called to rule a state whose interests I must primarily 
protect.” With this the benediction was resumed, a trifle frostily, 
and after the customary ceremonies o£ leave-taking the imperial 
party once more put to sea. 

In passing, a stop was made at Naples to greet Italy’s royal family. 
Victor Emmanuel II, whose oiled moustachios reached behind his 
ears, had recendy won the admiration of England’s youthful Prince 
of Wales. During a visit at Windsor the lusty Italian King had 
boasted that he could sever an ox’s head with one stroke of the 
sword. Such prowess captivated the future Edward VII. How- 
ever, Vittorio Enunanuele, the Sardinian monarch, had made a 
more astounding boast to Britain’s Queen. One day, after apprais- 
ing Victoria’s well-stocked nursery, he drew from a coat po^et a 
photc^^raph of his children. The maternal Queen doted on the 
litde ones and espressed her admiration. . 

“Oh,” was the modesdy immodest reply, “this is nothing at all; 
you should see my other family!” 

At which, the good Queen gave a piping little ga^ and froze 
into austerity. As for Bertie, on future trips to the Continent he 
was forbidden to accqit the depraved monarch’s repeated invita- 
tions. Bertie always regretted this. He wondered ever after 
whether Victor Emmanuel, like the Shah of Persia, slaughtered 
beasts in the middle of the drawing-room floor and wiped his 
sword on the window draperies as was the case when the Oriental 
potentate viated Eurepean Courts. New rugs and uphdaery 
had to be ordered for literally dozens of palaces after the touring 
Shah decided to clear out 

The Emperor Maximilian vras troubled by no such vagarks. In 
showing courtesy to the brawny Victor Enunanuel he disani^d a 
former f o^ for it had, been the present King of Italy who with 
the aid of Garibaldi drove the Austrian Vkeroy faom his throne 
at Milm. And so the Neapolitan sojourn ended saitisfactorily fenr 
all edneemed. The King, whose jn^dEose and foa<Sy dier^ed 
gosteee made him lodk like a rot^ repika of N^xdeoen found 
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Carlota enchanting and lost no tinic in telling her so. As for 
Maximilian’s opportunities in the New World, the Italian had no 
words to express his genuine envy. 

Again the travelers returned on deck and the blue panorama of 
Naples vanished in the distance. Corsica, the cradle of the BuoJtia-- 
partes, and wild Sardinia stretched out to starboard, and presently 
the brown coast of Spain came into view. Malaga, the Empress 
Eugenie’s home town, lay smiling in the sunshine while straight 
ahead the massive Rock of Gibraltar proclaimed proud Albion’s 
strength. As the ships entered the Straits a surprise awaited them. 
From all the British forts and anchored batdeships cannon thun- 
dered forth their salutes to the imperial party. Queen Victoria, 
regretting her default in not cooperating with the Mexican ex- 
pedition, vras making amends. Albion’s pride could show good 
manners. Ute Beet had orders to accord full honors to Max- 
imilian and to respect his standard as soon as it approached British 
waters. 

Spain and Portugal entered into the spirit c£ the thing and like- 
wise touched off some nitro-glycerine when the Novara hove into 
sight flying her new colors. It was all in the best tradition and 
Max i mili a n took a vast delight in the proceedings. He quite mi): , 
interpreted the kindly action of his wife’s royal relative and felt 
that the British booms promised even better things to come. While 
Victoria’s guns conveyed veiled apologies for a government which 
intended to remain aloof, he told himself that now at last 
had joined his cause. 

To strengthen this erroneous impression, there was a tea party 
at the house o£ General Codrington, who commanded the naval 
fort. Within sight the famous Rock the Englishman’s daughter 
poured, and the guests enjoyed thdr last taste of hospitality on 
European soil. But the conversation veered discreetly away from 
pdhical matters and remain«i frothy in character. It was per- 
feedy dear that the agreeable din about Gibraltar, while very 
martial in tone, by no means contributed to the ^ety of the 
Mexican venture. 

And now the incredible moment was at hand. They, an em- 
peror and empress of the unknown, were ^ding out toward fhe 
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shordess wastes of mid-ocean. They had taken that one small 
footstep— from a continent to a gangplank— a trifling, tiny interval 
like millions of other footsteps and yet so utterly unlike them 
that hardened globe-trotters pause for an instant of appalling 
vertigo before taking it. The Novara nosed ahead through foam- 
ing white breakers into the roar of the great Adantic. 

The lighthouse beacon at Cape St. Vincent grew faint and as it 
vanished the Hapsburg mood changed. Maximilian’s melancholy 
returned. He found himself— in every sense of the word— at sea. 
For days he fought regret and a Sibylline sense of evil. Locked in 
his cabin he wrc^e inefFectual nostalgic stanzas which, inddentally, 
were to remain his last lyric dfforts. Gradually, however, the 
tang of thesalt air lured him from his retreat. He wondered about 
the other travders, the Empress her ladies, the secretary-valet 
Sebastian Scherzenlechner, the Mexican gendemen. Probably 
bad sailors, all of them. Emerging from his seclusion he appeared 
on deck and studied the situation. Just as he had suspected, the 
Countesses Zichy and Kollonitz lay moaning behind steamer 
rugs while Herr Scherzenlechner meandered along the com- 
panionway with a face the color of &esh Gorgonzola. It reminded 
Maximilian of the litde village by that nam^ near Milan, where 
during happy viceregal days the ^uttonous manservant had gorged 
himself on the famous cheese. 

Carlota, on the other hand, showed no signs of weakness. With 
never-ending curiosity she had roamed over the length of the ship. 
Her favorite occupation seemed to be the absmbed study c£ lacy 
patterns formed by the spume of spent waves before they rose 
again to be tossed over new brinks. So fascinated was ^ by 
this eternal play of the sea that at sight of her huiband ^ tDc& 
his hand and drew him at once to the railing. Her eyes were 
Shining. He locked up iroax them to the vast horizm and was 
suddenly heartened by its farcunise. 

Why did it all seem somehow unreal— like a dream of ad- 
venture— a play of fancy? Cariota pressed against him and 
whispered s^y: There is nothing to fear, hhtxll” The fadle 
VieaEm^ dialect sounded strange so far Imme, hut it had 
agoodspond. And ^ ^ brave Carla. Whydmtdd 
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they be afraid? Were they not seddng the legendary domimons 
of his own illustrious forebears, Ferdinand and Isabella? Were 
they not retracing glorioudy the path once taken by Cort& under 
that Hapsburg whose realm knew not the sunset— the Fleming 
Charles the Fifth? . . . 

The rest of the voyage was profitably spent in preparation for 
the life that lay ahead. The Spanish tutor again took up his duties 
and Emperor and Empress memorized irr^ular verbs. Als the 
Novara rocked past the Canary Islands a covey of small fishing 
smacks surroxmded her. 

“Skirting her flanks m gibbering flock% 

Gypsy traders from all the doc^. . . 

Doing their own haggling in snatches of the native tongue, the 
imperial pupils were able to make a number of useless purch^es. 
It was a triumphant day. 

Somewhere below the Tropic of Cancer Maximilian drew up a 
plan for his Cabinet, which he wished divided into a civil and a 
military secretariat immediatdy responablc to the Crown. To 
Scherzcnlechner’s vast disappointment the Belgian F61ix Eloin, 
whom King Leopold had confidentially attached to Maximilian’s 
suites received the enviable post of a councilor of state. This gave 
rise to a feeling of latent rivalry between the former valet and the 
civil engineer Eloin, a phenomenon which was to recur with 
greater frequency in the Emperor’s further appointments. 

On the subject of a personal bodyguard Maximilian had devised 
a memorandum and submitted it to the French Government 
shordy before sailing arrangements were completed. “As ruler 
erf Mexico,” it ran, “I oug^it to command an armed force of my own 
which would enable me to exact req)ect from a nation possibly 
less prone tfran any aher to accept authority -without militar y 
backing. It would tiicrcfore be advisable to take with me a de- 
tachment of troths recruited in Europe but wearing the Mexican 
cockade and carrying Mexico’s flag. In time these men will ask 
to be relieved. Hxere will be vacancies which diould gradually be 
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filled by Mexican^ establishing the nucleus of a native anny.” 
In compliance with this request the Themis now followed in the 
Novan^s wake, bearing her cargo of recruits. From the captain’s 
bridge of his own vessel the Emperor regarded the daily drill 
exercises through a pair of monogrammed opera-glasses and trans- 
mitted orders to the Themis with the aid of a semaphorist. 

He hoped to make an impresave entry into his new realm. For 
the purpose of training his retinue in the unfamiliar ways of an 
imperial Court he began to jot down points in etiquette and 
ceremonial which he remembered from Vienna. Presently the 
notations grew and expanded until there were more dian six 
hundred closely written pages, with sketches and illustrations 
showing the pattern to be followed by his resplendent Court. 
The pleasure-loving Mexicans should not be disappointed in their 
monarch; every Sunday morning after mass the ^peror would 
grant audience to all subjects who widied to see him. The classic 
austerity of European absolutism should be tempered by most 
liberal reforms so that the glory oE the throne might shine upon 
the great and the humble alike. 

It was very upsetting that in the midst of such utopian prepara- 
tions Maximilian should come upon a missive which the cautious 
Scherzenlechner had failed to extricate from the last minute 
conglomeration of mail. As the final pouch was brought on board 
at Gibraltar the secretary had inspected it with haste and sorted 
what looked like a batch of innocuous congratulatory messages. 
In the course of the voyage these messages were read. Among 
them waited a grim anonymous threaL Judging from the dialect 
used it seemed to come from an Austrian anarchist reading in the 
New World. Profoundly locked, Maximilian medita^ over 
itsimporL 

“The rumor goes that Mexico has been proclaimed an 
empire with your person at its head, a sample of impudence 
typical K&. Louis Napoleon. It so happens that I have a gun 
and a good aim. I pledge my honor tl^ as soon as you reach 
American shores in the rdle of uairpcr yen shall lave proof 
of this. Don’t worry, no tyrant escapes me. . . .” 
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The words stunned him. Here was somrthing Aat had never 
occurred to him. He had a personal enemy! To the popular 
Archduke Masl whom every one liked the realization came as a 
painful blow. He cut short his treatise on etiquette^ which needed 
cutting anyway, and retired once more to solitary ruminations in 
his cabin. 

Quite soberly he examined his conscience. Was he coming to 
Mexico for the sole purpose of liberating a war-torn people from 
the curse of self-destruction? Was he bent upon bringing happi- 
ness to a nation he did not know and very likely would never 
understand? Humble and honest with himself the Emperor 
wrote down an answer to his own questionnaire; 

“In all circumstances of my life I shall be only too 
happy to make every sacrifice, no matter how great, for 
Austria and the future of my house. Throughout the centuries 
every dynasty in Europe has adhered to the prudent practice 
of appointing cadet sons to. conspicuous posts where they 
mi^t further the interests of their mother country. This 
{wlicy has been known to embrace diplomatic and po- 
litical as well as commercial fields. . . . Owing to the 
accelerated pressure of modern conditions the power of our 
family has diminished. While the adaptable Coburgs take • 
throne after throne, our ancient house has in recent rirnff;? 
forfeited two sovereignties (the province of Tuscany in 1859, 
and the scat of Austria-Este in Modena during 1860). In view 
of these misfortunes I have become convinced that- it is the 
saaed duty and desire of every Hapsburg to vtipe out this 
stain. I camiot but believe that a good impression will be 
inade upon the world, and especially upon our weakened 
Austria, if the Mexican enterprise attains success.” 

Ifeving eased his mind with this piece of self-revelation he filed 
the statement among his private papers and returned on deck. It 
was the ninth of May and the island of Martinique had just been 
sighted. 

On the twtifth the ships reached Jamaica where Queen Vic- 
twia’s kindness again warmed the travelers’ hear^ They were 
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greeted by Admiral Sir James Hope and taken ashore at Port 
Royal by the military governor. General Ashmore. There was 
much tea-drinking after which the dvil governor, Mr. Edward 
John Eyre of “Gordon Riots” fame, arranged a sightseeing trip. 

While the royal party sampled its first coconuts in the shade of 
waving palms the United States Minister to Mexico was reading 
a terse code message from his government ordering him to pack 
his grip. 

A few days later the approaching Emperor of Mexico met the 
departing American representative out at sea, o£E Habana, and 
there was no greeting. 



Chapter 2 


On Mat twenty-eighth, after sis: weeks of untroubled sailing, the 
ships dropped anchor at Vera Cruz. The travelers set foot upon 
a sun-baked alien land. There was no one to meet them, despite 
previous instructions from Paris ordering an official recq>tiQn and 
a banquet 

Appalled by this impasse the Emperor and Empress returned on 
deck for their evening meal. While they were listlessly pecking 
at their monotonous nautical diet of potted meats the report was 
brought that General Almonte had just scampered into town. 
With true Latin irrespcmsibility the President of the Regency had 
forgotten the exact date of Maximilian’s proposed arrival and, not 
wishing to expose himself to the ravages of yellow fever, had 
stopped to enjoy the ozone up-country at Orizaba. 

The French Rear-Admiral Bosse and an aide-de-camp, both of 
them in a very bad temper, now rowed ashore and exchang ed 
angry words with the lackadaisical Almonte. At this a belated 
salvo of salutes burst forth from the fortress of San Juan de Ulda 
while a few shrill “viva/’ broke the ominous stillness rhaf hnng 
suspended over the town. After that there was silence. The 
harbor presented an unchanging and desolate spectacle for the 
population of Vera Cruz remained cold and woidd not acknowl- 
edge the presence of an emperor. The zouaves who heralded his 
coming had not been forgotten. 

That night brave dreams began their battle with reality. The 
Belgian princess tasted fear. 

At dawn the imperial party landed once again and without 
further ado made for the little railroad station. Their passage 
through the deserted streets was hailed by the unfamiliar aoak 
(rf zopilotes!, hideous vultures circling from rime immemorial above 
the dank tropical beach. Like Godiic gargoyles these gloomy 
membtts of the Andean condor q)ecies squatted on the cornices 
<rf buildings or poised themselyes, with a macabre sense of lin^ 
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upon fluted columns of organ cactus* They gathered one by one 
on the cross of a near-by church until the holy symbol loomed as a 
black outline against the morning sky. With primordial patience 
the huge birds sat, waiting for carrion. 

The Empress gasped in sudden dismay. Turning to the Frendi 
commander of the port, die asked whether the rqiulsive scavengers 
were hard to destroy. 

“Madamci” was the reply, “they arc protected by law, because 
the carelessness and indifFerence of the inhabitants to sanitary 
matters makes them a necessity.” 

He made an encompassing gesture toward the surrounding 
swamps flrom which a meridional sun distilled a flow deadly 
poison. “An evil place for Europeans,” he added with detachment^ 
“there’s a graveyard full of them over yonder.” 

The tiny train chugged through the dreary fladands toward the 
slowly rising plateau. After a few hours of travel La Soledad was 
reached. A little over two years ago England, Spain and France 
had come to diflerences on this spot, causing the former two 
powers to retreat from Mexico while the Empress Eug&ie wrote 
to Miramar: “Here we are, thanks be to God, without allies!” 
And now, in 1864, the master and mistress of Miramar sat in the 
untidy inn of the place called Solitude, and again a messenger from 
Julrez appeared &om the interior. Clutched in his hand he hdd a 
grimy note. Maximilian gulped his lukewarm coffee and rose 
to decipher the scrawled message frooi the Zapotec patriot. 

“It is given a man, sir [he read with Almonte’s aid], to 
attack the rights of o^er^ seize their good^ assault the Eves 
those who defend their nationality, make thek virtues 
crimes, and one’s own vices a virtue but there is one thing 
beyond the reach of such perversity— -the tremendous judg- 
ment of history.” 

Again Maximilian stood aghast He had no way of knovnng 
that while he studied the ccHupass in mid-ocean the brutal Bazaine 
“whipped men and women publicly in the patios of university 
buildings and archbishoprics of Mexico Gty” in order to convince 
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a stubtxKn nation of the benevolence of its invader. . . . Th< 
awful truth began to dawn. He, the Emperor, was being fdstcc 
upon a land that quite possibly did not want him. He was cominj 
as an enemy! But this was not what Maximilian had meant wher 
he declared himself willing to bring every sacrifice for the glorj 
of Austria. One did not come by glory in such a way. To s 
prince who wore a jeweled sword for purely decorative reasons; 
the fierce accusations made by Juirez were appalling to a pro 
found degree. He felt a litde sick at the whole affair. 

But what was there to do ? Matters had gone this far with the 
eyes of all Europe fixed upon the Mexican experiment. To turn 
back at this point would bring down upon his name the scorn and 
derision of the whole world. It was impossible to admit defeal 
without making at least one desperate dash for victory. ... In 
1519 Cort&, the Conquistador, had experienced a similar access 
of funk but had whipped up the courage of his men by secretly 
burning his ships and sinking them off La Villa Rica de la Vera 
Cruz. . . . The Emperor Maximilian was morally obliged to do the 
same. Turning his back upon the things tlut lay behind he 
pressed on toward the midlands. The capital of the ancient 
Memtezumas must be his goal. 

The train climbed bravely upward over serpentine tracks until 
it reached Tomalto where the railroad came to an end. Hie royal 
party scrambled out once more and prqiared to continue the 
journey by diligence. Maximilian had brought his own carriage, 
a ponderous and ornate vehicle built by an English firm and trans- 
ported as feir as Tomalto on a freight car. Mule teams were now 
chartered for this elaborate contraption and harnessed, first two 
atecasti then four, and then again two, while a skilled native driver 
was entrusted with the confusion of reins. Slowly the coach was 
s^ in motion, runffiling precaricaisly up-hill, while the imperial 
suite of more than one hundred persons followed by stage. 

“A Mexican diligence is a most wondrous vdiicle [wrote 
Princess Agnes Salm-Salm many years later], only surpassed 
by the woudrous roads. . . . The coachman keeps up a perpetual 
conversadon widi his niule% which he calls by thei r namM, 
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antmatifig them by all kinds of extraordinary sounds. EQs 
eloquence alone, however, would scarcely succeed in persuad- 
ing them to do their duty, if not supported by an assistant, a 
boy as active as a monkey. The latter runs along the road 
collecting stones with which he clambers up beside his chief 
for the purpose of peppering the recalcitrant beasts with 
emergency volleys.” 

The roads were so atrocious that during the rainy season it be- 
ame a difi&cult task to send a mail-coach from capital to coast 
vithout mishap. The contractors used to promise a bonus of one 
lundred pesos to every driver who managed the trip for a month 
aa end without upsetting his load. Since the ccMupany was 
ounded this premium never had needed to be paid. 

Another hazard which lent an undeniable flavor to the enter- 
irise was the traditional chance of encounter with masked robbers, 
[lie latter, frequently in league with rich rancheros of the region, 
adulged in the harmless sport of undressing travelers and snatch- 
Qg from them whatever baubles appealed to their vandal tastes, 
[liese holdups took place according to ritual At sight of a band 
f swaggering banditt, elegantly dressed and mounted on splendid 
torses, the diligence came to a quick halt. After an exduuige dE 
ourtesies the ruffians went about their business while the coach- 
oan and his aide sat meekly on their perch, their eyes fixed strai^t 
head. The sounds which emanated from the interior of the con- 
eyance disclosed the course of operations so that even the im- 
lerturbable mules were able to gauge the exact moment whoi they 
uight resume their gentle trot A roar of ribald lau^ter and a 
loud of yellow dust marked the close of the ordeal — and dis- 
onc^rted travelers were free to use their smelling salts. 

The imperial caravan was protected against such calamities, for 
jcneral Almonte had provided a mounted escort. A young 
(flouel, Don Miguel Ldpez, was to watch over the Emperor’s per- 
onal safety. He rode beside Maximilian’s carriage. But even 
mounted guard could not offset the perils dt the road-bed. On 
he l»nks of the River Chiquihuite^ whkh was swdden by recxnt 
loodborsts^ a wheel of the Em^or’s calash ^lintered into 1^ 
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“Toward seven o’clock that night [wrote Carlota to the 
Empress Eug6nie] we were stuck in a dense forest and not 
nntil two in the morning did we reach Cordoba, entering the 
town in a republican stage-coach. The journey has supplied 
me with ineradicable recollections. . . . The Mexicans kept 
apologizing for the roads— we had lumbered through half a 
dozen ravines by that tim^ some of them hemmed in by rocks 
several meters in length. Of course we insisted that we didn’t 
min<^ in the least, but as a matter of fact it was all beyond 
words. We needed every ounce of nerve and good humor to 
pull us through without damage to life or limb. . . . How- 
ever, let me assure you that the roads are the only detail which 
I have found rather worse than I anticipated.” 

Her gallant spirit would not acknowledge the immensity of their 
disappointment. 

Not far from the scene thus described a second mishap overtook 
the party. It was in a spot designated with Indian felicity as the 
Sd si puedes (Get out if you can) Gully. 

“Between La Canada and Palmar [Carlota’s narrative con- 
tinued] one large barouche that followed us upset with six 
gentlemen in it. Our Minister-President of the Empire 
Senor Velisquez de Ledn, was at the bottom dE the spill and 
had to dimb out through a window. All this happened 
merely because it had been raining for about a quarter of an 
hour. . . . Your Majesty will realize that a trip through this 
country is no trifling matter, yet we were not the least bit 
tired.” 

Orizaba, with its snow-capped volcano which on clear days could 
be seen from the Gulf, was approached at ten on the following 
inoming. From here the journey across the high mountain passes 
<^ered terrific hardships for the road now ascended abruptly 
toward the plateau df Anihuac 

The Tierra Temfdada, or temperate land, soon disclosed its pro- 
futimi colors and smells. Donkeys laden with v anilla trotted 
down from ^e dopes of Oaxaca, their furry hides perf ume d by 
the precious spice. After stretches almost impeneirable jungle, 
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with lianas and giant orchids entwined among the treetops, there 
followed vast geometrically laid out maguey plantations. Here 
and there the century-plant (Agave Americana, knovra in Europe 
as aloe) had burst into bloom, its tall-stemmed flower rising up 
into the air like a slender palm tree. 

Cockatoos and gaudily plumed parrots, among them the ex- 
quisite quetzal, screamed from thatched roofs in remote vil- 
lages surrounded by living enclosures of cactus. Prickly pears of 
succulent ripeness tempted the diligence drivers. The pebble 
boys gave the mules a rest and descended to browse among the fair 
wild delicacies. 

Mexico’s strange and quite peculiar face was revealed to the 
awed peregrines. Nowhere on earth, Carlota fcli^ could nature 
have composed a more harmonious landscape. Ever 3 rthing 
seemed to belong— the limpid air with its purple huesj, the savage 
flora, the sickening sweetness of unfamiliar scents. Thick-walled 
addie huts, some of them whitewadied with lim^ stood out vividly 
against this background. Indians in peaked hats and hand-made 
sandals unconsciously assumed the plastic serenity of mural paint- 
ings. Thdr brown figures dad in white c<^on and wrapped in 
bright red blankets made vivid al fresco silhouettes upon a scene 
already riotous with color. Litde girl% miniature replicas of their 
mothers, moved sofdy in long pink skirts and fringed rebozo 
shawls of Virgin Mary blue— the blue of Raphael, and Correggic^ 
and Leonardo da Vind:— under a sky of sapphire richness. Beside 
them ran barefoot urchins in rain capes made d dried rushes which 
stood ofi in all directions like the quills d a porcupine. Here and 
there a woman swq)t invisible dust from the wdl-stamped earth 
of her door-step with the single leaf of a giant palm. . . . 

The former Archduke and his bride from Lad:en woie q>dl- 
bound. They fdt impdled to show some sign of benevdem^ 
toward these new and exotic subjects but were deterred frmn their 
purpose by a dismal French warning. The scourge of the black 
pox was a frequent visitor in this pastoral region. 

Silently the travders pressed on, li^aung with alann to flhe wfld 
beating of thdr hearts. Languid dark eyes peered after ^em, 
marvd^g at the strange oaravan of Rhmisii and Bchonian noble- 
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men, Hungarian hussars, French lancers and Viennese flunkeys. 

Night came anti under its dark curtain the scenery changed 
anew. The plateau of Puebla was in sight with its bare stretches 
of volcanic lava over which the Spaniards had carved a path three 
hundred years before. That ancient Cumino Reed had long ceased 
to be a King’s Highway. Its prodigious humps and crevices bore 
witness to a stoical and democratic disdain for hardships. How- 
ever, the imperial bones endured even this test without flinching. 
More than that, toward noon the high cordillera known as 
Las Cumbres had to be crossed on horseback. Weary and aching, 
the travelers ensconced themselves on improvised saddles while 
the lightened vehicles followed gingerly behind. It was the 
seventh of June and the Empress Carlota’s birthday. She was 
twenty-four years old. 

La Puebla de los Angeles, where the greatest battle in Mexican 
hist(M 7 had been fought more than a year ago, was a strong French 
garrison. Fanatical Conservatives from Mexico City had gathered 
here under foreign protection to prepare a reception for the 
Emperor. Decked with flowers and imperial bunting these ardent 
royalists galloped to the dty gates to meet the astonished arrivals 
who by this time no longer knew what to expect There were 
cheers of “Viva Napdedn! Viva el Emperador Maximilianor 
which brought tears to Carlota’s eyes. It was the first sign of wel- 
emne and she described it Eiidifully in her long letter to Paris: 

“The governor of Puebla and General Brincourt came out to 
meet us at Puente Colorado. I can not praise Brincourt enough 
to your Majesties; of all the capable officers here; he is, to my 
mind, the most remarkable in courage; energy and tact, for 
he understands and humors the Mexicans better than anybody. 

I believe he will render distinguished services to our cause.” 

Her gratitude did not consist of words alone. Brincourt and the 
Puebla reception committee were the first to receive the Grana 
Cross of the Order of Guadalupe in April of the following year, 
after this decoratitm— which had been founded by Iturbide—was 
revival by the Emperor Maximilian. 
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Carlota’s pen described the last lap of the journey. “Leaving 
Puebla we continued to Cholula and attended mass on the teocdli 
in the chapel dedicated to the Virgin of Los Remedios. There is 
something quite touching about this shrine on a pyramid where 
human sacrifice once took place. . . . The surrounding valley re* 
minds me so much of Lombardy; this holds true of Mexico City 
as well— its location is enchanting. The officers who were with 
us during the Italian campaign agree about the resemblance. This 
makes us really happy for we imagine ourselves to be in Europe.” 

After Puebla and Cholula the road narrowed and led still higher 
toward the region of fir and pine. From mountaintops thickly 
covered with cedars the strangers now beheld An£huaq tie ancient 
Aztec realm. One of the finest panoramas in the world, it 
stretched before their fascinated gaze like an immens e magic 
carpet. 

In the distance shone the eternal snows of Popocatq>etl and 
Ixtaccihuatl, the Smoking Mountain and the White Woman. 
Mythology described the former as a jealous lover watching over 
his frozen mate. 

At their feet the bright waters of Lake Texcoco refiected a 
purple and topaz sky, giving to the valley its name Anihuac— Near 
the Waters. For many years preceding the Spanish Conquest the 
rich dty of Texcoco, populous seat of Tezcucan kings, rivaled 
Tenochtitlin in social and political importance. The entke 
province was a literary center. Here the erudite Netzahualcoyod, 
who was called the Tezcucan Solomon, lived and wrote the odes 
of his halcyon days. And here the invading Spaniards launched 
their brigantines (built in Tlaxcala and brought hither in sections) 
against the island stronghold of Montezuma. 

The stupendous view fired Maximilian’s imagination. Already 
he was beginning to grasp that life in Mexico was an everlasting 
paradox^ a cmitradiction between the tragic and the soblin^ 
Everything in this land seemed to be violent^ remote, iueaffikssly 
exciting. Violent were the ermtrasts of cdor and landscape vkdent 
the climatic changes and the pressure on mianbrane of human 
ears as men climbed or dropped two thousand feet per hour. 

Hie royal caravan paused on the summits to wipe bleeding raoses 
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and calm pumping hearts that fought against the altitude. Lan.> 
guidly die march was resumed toward Guadalupe, the last stop 
before entering the capital. 

In Guadalupe the ceremonies of Cholula were to be repeated, 
for the Emperor wished to hear mass before the miraculous image 
of that name. While still at Miramar Maximilian and Carlota 
had familiarized themselves with the legends and traditions of 
tb< ;i r distant empire. This enabled them to honor customs that 
were sacred. 

The shrine of Nuestra Senora de Guadalupe, three miles from 
Mexico City, had long been to Mexicans what the Ganges was to 
the Hindus, Mecca to the Mohammedans, and Nikko to the 
Japanese. Like most Mexican churches, the Catholic basilica rose 
above the mins of a pagan temple to some Aztec deity (in this 
case Tonantzin, protectress of the Totonaqui Indians, and goddess 
of the Earth and Com). 

The name Guadalupe was derived from the town of Cuautl^l- 
pam which to Spanish ears recalled a famous sanctuary in Estrema- 
dura. The original Virgin so baptized was treasured by the rich 
Geronimite monks in Spain, concerning whom the proverb ran: 

*‘Quien es conde y desea ser duque 
M6tase frcale en Guaddupe . . . 

(“He who is count and would be duke 
Should take his vows at Guadalupe. . . .”) 

The Mexican namesake of this much exploited lady had a 
quaint history. On the morning of Saturday, December 9, 1531, 
(ten years and four months after the fall of Tenochtitldn), an 
Indian of low birth, one Cuautlatohua, who had been converted 
and given the Christian names of Juan Diego, was walking from 
hk native town of Guautitldn to Tlalteldco, there to pray and 
learn his catechima. 

The road led over a barren hill known as the Tepeyac, on which 
grew no leafy vegetarian fave cactus and the eerie shapes of yucca 
palms. The latter, especially on mocoilit nights, resembled 
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h uman forms marching hand in hand— and in assorted sizes— 
across the wilderness. 

Now poor Juan Diego was fifty-eight years old and given to 
pulque bibbing, for his imde Juan Bernardino owned a juicy 
little maguey patch. At any rat^ during this pilgrimage the 
pious Indian suddenly became aware of a purling, plashing, 
sibilant music which increased in volume imtil his ears fitirly rang 
with bombilation. He raised heavy lids from eyes that swam in 
happy moisture and endeavored to detect the source of such sweet 
tone^ but as he did so a magnificent rainbow blinded him. Bare 
rocks took on the prismatic tints of opal, sapphire and burnished 
gdid, until Juan Diego felt dizzy wii wonderment And now, 
in the center of all this effulgence, he beheld a beauteous female 
apparition who called to him “Hijo mior (my son), and intro- 
duced herself as the Mother of God. 

“I should lik^” the lovely lady said, not without verv^ “a church 
to be built on this spot, so that all who pray here may be blessed.” 

At this Juan Diego fell to his knees and made a noble effort to 
kiss the hem of her garment But the heavenly visitor had fled. 
There remained only the echo of her command. 

Juan Di^[o scrambled back to his feet and ran to the Bidiop, 
Fray de Zumirra^, to whom he related his ^perience. The 
Bishop was skeptic^. He sent the Indian on his way. Again and 
again the apparitioa now began to haunt Juan Diego, giving him 
the same order which — since he was not an architect— he could not 
fulfil 

After his fourth enctnmter widx the cdesdal vision Juan IHego 
decided to avoid the Tepeyac by taking a little path that led around 
the hilL He was on ^ way to his unde who lay ill of a fever 
called cocolixtle when, on the twelfth of December, the '^^r^ 
came strolling down the hill with the unmistakable deagn of 
intercepting him. Ihe whole-thing had become rsdber awkward 
and Juan Diego now bent quickly over a near-by wdl (thereafter 
called Podto de Guadalupe) pretending to drink. But tbe Vhgm 
edied to him and adted about that church. 

The Jndtap wq}t and ea^dained that no one wotdd befieve him 
Jhe brot^t a sign. At this the Madonna bade him coS 
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roses from the crest of the barren Tepcyac and wrap them in his 
blanket Juan Diego obeyed. Climbing to the top of the hill he 
felt hitnsfflf enveloped in a deliciously perfumed breeze while with 
trembling hands he plucked great blooms from the cactus thicket 

Burdened with the blossoms which he had tied up in his 
tSima, or mantle, he again visited the Bisht^ who, meanwhile 
had thought the matter over. It was hot at all a bad idea, 
Zumdrraga reflected, for Mexico to have a local patroness. He 
accepted the Indian’s ^ma with the aromatic flowers and retired 
to his oratory where he remained' cloistered in episcopal secrecy. 

A few days later the story of the miracle was made public with 
the added embellishment of an almost life-sized likeness of the 
apparition painted in oils on Juan Diego’s rough blanket. How 
the image got there constitutes a pleasant mystery, but ecclesiastic 
records explain that the flowers in dropping from the folds 
revealed the divine form. 

Certainly one can not but admire the ptwitive genius of Zu- 
mirraga in disclosing the Virgin, not in the guise of a Spanish 
woman, but attired like an Indian princess and bearing a decided 
resemblance to the goddess Tonantzln, thus striking native 
credulity at its roots. A wave of apostolic piety hereafter overtook 
the semi-pagan land. Jealous friars evangelizing the provinces of 
the interior soon discovered anr^er Juan Diego at Haxcala whose 
ayate, or knapsack, bore a picture of the Holy Mother of Ocotlhi. 
In the solemn words of Princess Agnes Salm-Salm, this portrait 
was also painted “probably by some angeL” 

Maximilian and Carlota had the wisdom not to quibble over 
matters of faith. They appealed to the susceptibility oE a devout 
nation by worsh^ing at its most cherished sanctuary. Upon first 
seeing &e brown features of La Guadalupana the Empress was 
puzzled, but Ae remembered presently that the blessed lady was 
known for her idiosyncrasies, appearing to the Germans with 
blonde Gretchen tresses and in Afiica as a negress. Rdigion 
bowed to the mandates of ethnology. 

The service in the basilica was short After its close the royal 
party emerged femn the incense-laden darkness to find a large 
crowd gathered in the public square. Innumerable carriages 
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with elegantly dressed Mexican ladies, escorted by cabdleros 
(gentlemen-on>horseback) in European apparel, had come from 
Mexico City to meet the Emperor and Empress. 

In a compact little group just beyond the temple doors stood 
General Bazaine and the French Minister Marquis de Montholon, 
as well as the Austrian Chargi d’Afdres and his sta£E. Intimidat- 
ing all citizens of the capital who held opposing views, the friends 
and relatives of the Paris frnigr& had united with the French 
authorities to proclaim the Empire. 

In triumphal procession, marked by deceptive cnitbursts d en- 
thusiasm, the cortege now moved over ^e ancient causeway flanked 
by a double row of chopos (blade poplars) and Mamos (white 
poplars) which led to the Plaza Mayor in Medco Qty. 



Ckaftek 3 


On Jxjnb 12, 1864, Majdmilian and Carlota entered their capital 
after what seemed to them an interminable trcL Weary, yet 
pleasantly surprised, they found a cheering populace assembled 
before the great cathedral where without furier delay a pre- 
liminary coronation took place. Since no one in Mexico had the 
remotest knowledge of royal insignia and trappings a second 
ceremony was to follow as soon as a crown, scepter and ermine 
train codd be provided. Iturbide’s mercurial reign had not lasted 
long enough for such symbolic adjunct^ whereas the vesture of the 
Montezumas defied memory. 

However the occasion was not lacking in solemnity. At the 
steps of tihe high altar Maximilian took the oath of fealty. Toward 
the close d this act all the cathedral bells rang out in chorus 
while the imperial couple walked slowly toward the Z6calo, as the 
Plaza Mayor is now called, and entered the Palado Nacional. 

This rambling two-storied structure with its enormous portals 
and eleven htmdred windows was not rinlike an army barrack. 
It had fallen into decay since the departure of the last viceroys and 
drowed signs of recent hurried repairs. The apartments assigned 
to Maximilian and his young wife resembled nothing so much 
as a suite of third-rate European hotel rooms. To complete the 
picture^ die establishment was alive with vermin. Hie imperial 
couple were routed during the first night by presumably Jacobin 
bugs and obliged to take refuge on a billiard table. 

Some days later the Court made a speedy change of quarters by 
moving to Chjqiultepec, die summer casde on the outskirts of the 
dty. It had bem built in the years 1783 to 1785 (under the forty- 
d^ith and forty-ninth Viceroys Don Madas and Don Bernardo 
de Gllvez) chi a rock o£ ba^t and porphyry overlooking the 
capital and the valley of volcanoes. This q>ot of cnchantmcnli 
the original site of Montezuma’s legendary palac^ at last offered 
adequate didter. 
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But here, too, a number of improvements became necessary. 
Like most antiquated residences in Europe the castle of Chapul> 
tepee lacked certain details ci plumbing. Royalty everywhere was 
accustomed to odious makeshifts in this respect. The old Hofburg 
in Vienna boasted no bathtubs. Until the arrival of the rebel 
Elisabeth, who at once ordered modem equipment frmn En gland , 
ablutions took place each morning in a portable zinc pan, with 
attendants laving the imperial forms. Ample Maria Theresia had 
got along quite happily in her basin. 

Conditions were not very difFerent in the aristocratic residences 
(£ Berlin. Here discreet cabinets were installed in the walls and 
hidden bdiind embroidered screens. Members c£ the Court made 
use of them unconcernedly while peruked sentries patrolled die 
length of the passages. 

But France capped all for nonchalmce. The chiteau of Ver- 
sailles lacked all sanitary trimmings save the crockery which re- 
cent generations have consigned to nurseries. All the most re- 
nowned manu&ctories of iaSmcc and majolica did a thriving 
bii^ess with the articles in quesdem, embellishing them with 
initial^ crests, mottoes and various quaint conceits. Some had 
clocks, while others were equipped with music boxes. Despite such 
refinements, however, it is a well-known fact duit from the days 
the great Ra Scleil up to the la^ unhappy Bourbon, visiting 
diplomats avoided calling at the wmld’s mo^ iamtm palace dar- 
ing the morning hours, for at this time the rojral chandiermaids 
were busy emptying a diversity of vessels from the upper bakonies 
to the flower-beds bdow. 

But die ate where Aztec princes had built was endowed with 
natural advantages. Montezuma’s crystal pod glistened among 
&e tall cypresses overhung with Spanish moss, while an aqueduct 
nine hunted and. four ardies long carried water frocn hidden 
springs down to the dty. 

hfozimiliai^ creadve urge ^lincd new inqietas. He dreamed 
of Ronutn baths and a second Miramar. A wdi-knownarchkect, 
Rodriguez Arangoida, was commissioned to renovate die build- 
ing arid terraces and to demr^ them indie Tuscans^lc 

The tangled for^ at the rw riCdie casdev^ deaued, hmuh 
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some roadways were cut through it, and an eucalyptus-bordered 
avenue laid out from the palace gates to the cathedral. Over this 
boulevard, called the Promenade dE Carlota and later changed to 
El Pasco de la Reforma, the Emperor and Empress rode in dieir 
carriage k la Douamont with a team of “six bufE-colored mules 
with zebra hoofs, two of them harnessed to the shaft and the other 
four in a row fo rming the lead, an outrider in rich silver-gallooned 
Mexican accouterments, and the whole turn-out racing madly 
along with the swiftness of an arrow.” 

To Carlota feU the joys of interior decorating. With great zest 
she took up the planning of her new abode. Awed by the 
thousand-year-old ahuehuete trees under which the last Monte- 
zuma had walked, she devised for her intimate use a small enclosed 
garden in the upper patio of the casde. Surrounded by a graceful 
lo^ia which overlooked the resplendent dty, a replica of the 
Pindan Garden at Rome began to take shape. 

While the imperial tenants were thus engrossed in getting settled 
Mexican sodety found itself in a sort of flutter. The belles and 
grandames of democracy quivered with delightful uncertainty, 
for the Empress would soon be choosing her court of honor. Be- 
hind latticed windows ambitious females bestirred themselves 
practising curtsies. Languid limbs ached from such unaccustomed 
exercise but eligibility to high places loomed as a reward. Twenty 
matrons attained their hearts’ desire. The Senoras bore names 
still renowned in the Mexico of to-day: 

Luz Blanco de Robles 
S<fledad Vivanco de Cervantes 
Guadalupe Cervantes de Mbr£n 
Manuela de Plaizora 
Ddores Pena dd Hidalgo y Terin 
Ddm-es Quesada de Almonte 
Ana Rosa de Rincdn-Gallardo 
Maria Barrio de Campero 
Francisca Escanddn y Landa 
Rosa Obregdn de Uraza 
Maria Munoz de Peraz 
Cardina Barrdn de Isoanddi 
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Dolores Germandln de Elguero 
Rocha de Robles 
Luz Robles de Bringas 
Josehi Gardena de Salas-Varela 
Luisa Quejano de Rincdn-Gallardo 
Concepcidn Lizardi del Valle 
Manuela Guti^ez-Estrada del Barrio 
Otea de Sdnchez-Navarro 


All these ladies were married. They readed in their own houses 
and took up their duties at Court in relays. These duties were 
simple enough. Carlota longed to perfect her knowledge of 
Spanish and to this end a reading circle was established. L^end^ 
customs and traditions of the land were discussed in her presence 
while with diat ever facile pen of hers she todc down notes. Her 
love of music recaptured the inspiration once known at hClan. 
Concha M6Qdez, the Cuban nightingale^ was at the Teatro Im- 
perial singing a new habanera called La fdoma . . , . 


"Cutmdo sdi de la Habana, 
VMgameDios — 

Nadie me ha visto sdhr 
Si no fui yo. 

Y una Unda huacfdncmga 
AUd voy yo, 

Que se vino tras de mi-~ 

Que si sehor! 

"Si a tu ventana Uega, 

Ay, una pdoma— 

Trdtda con carmo, 

Que es mi persona. 

CuSntde tus amores, 

Bien de mi vida; 

Cordnda de fiores, 

Que es eosa rda. 


"Ay, eMm^ que si. 


(“One day, in God’s name^ 

I left Ebbana — 

No one could have seen me gc^ 
Unless it be myself. 

Yet^ as 1 wandered along, 

A lovely girl hxan Huachinango 
Came a&r me— 

Indttd,sirl 

“If at your window there dbould 
arrive 
A dove— 

Treat h tenderly. 

For , it is my person. 

Tdl it about your love, 

My Me’s oichan&Daent; 

Crown it with flowers^. 

For it is a pnt of me. 

“Ol^diiaita, iay yes, 
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Ay, que dame tu amor— Say you gjvc me your lovfr— 

Ay—que vente conmigo Oh, come with me, chinita, 
chinita To the place where I live”) 

Aionde vivo yol” 

The song of The Dove became Carlota*s favorite. She hummed 
it constantly, and in a moment of ecstatic rapture she sent one of 
her jeweled bracelets to the Creole singer. 

Countess KoUonitz, who had accompanied the Empress from 
Miramar in the privileged r61e of a confidante, did not entirely 
approve of her new associates. She found the Mexican ladies a 
t^e dowdy in their striped and polka-dotted finery. The Senoras 
had discarded native shawls and mantillas in favor of European 
botmets and furbelows which in most cases did not constitute a 
change for the better. Paula von KoUonitz sniffed with a superior 

air. Her mifBng was fiercely resented. By November of the same 
year Carlota found it advisable to ship the offending damsel back 
to Trieste. Manuda del Barrio was promoted to the rank of a 
marquesa and lady-in-waiting extraordinary, while another de 
Estrada was added to complete the original twenty. 

The departure of Countess KoUonitz was soon foUowed by that 

ti. Countess Melanie Zichy and several other noblewomen who had 
attached themselves to the Court in imofiEdal capacities. Carlota 
was left with her new companion^ with whom, on such brief 
acquaintance she could have but Uttle in common. 

The Latin ladies, whose life was composed of fiestas and siestas^ 
abhorred exercise. The Empress, a splendid horsewoman, rode 
alone through the forest of Chapultepec on a brightly caparisoned 
mule (horses were scarce) an4 meeting glances of dikpproval 
from repressed dowager^ soon learned to curtail and finaUy give 
up this sport Patiently she studied the novel pattern after which 
she must fashion her day. She who had the true Nordic’s 
passion for sunshine discoveroi the ^ade-loving ways of tropical 
matrons longing for a lotus skin. In Mexico City no self-rejecting 
woman rose before the middle of the forenoon and, since after 
the midday meal the entire population adjourned for its daily 
doz^ £he feminine wcH'ld was seldom in its stays before five o’clock. 
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Evenii^ brought these rare nightblootos to lig^t. Pale oval faces 
of orchid delicacy smiled over fans of ivory and lace, and, after a 
dozen years of continued hothouse slumber, folded up behind 
rolls of double chin. 

Carlota looked to her husband for companionship. But Max- 
imilian’s time was taken up during those early months with a 
multitude of cares. In accordance with Clause 17 the Mir amar 
Convention— “The French Government pledges itself to liberate 
all Mexican prisoners of war at the moment when the Emperor 
t£ Medco enters his domains”— the prisons had been emptied on 
Maximilian’s arrival. Fiery republicans, tasting freedom once 
again, had lost no time in joining their scattered partisans to nmth 
and south. Bazaine and his cruel henchman Colonel Dupin tore 
after them and launched a new season of guerrilla warfare against 
the invincible cohorts of Juirez. 

The Emperor had lost his last illusion concerning a pacified 
Mexico which unanimously clamored for him. Leaving Carlota 
at Chapultepec he set out on a tour of the surrounding provinces 
in order to ascertain with his own eyes the exact status of the 
monarchist party. 

It was a bold and brave gesture which wen. Maximilian sym- 
pathies in quarters fundamentally hostile. Ignoring the discom- 
forts of the rainy season the monarch remained fm days in the 
saddle. He stopped at Cuernavaca, Morelia and Le^ Every- 
where he spoke haltingly in his newly acquired Danish to dark 


masses c£ silent Indians. 

On September sixteenth, the narional holiday, he reached die 
town of Dtdeues where in 1810 the priest Mi^el Hidalgo y Cos- 
tilla had proclaimed the first defiant cry for indqiendeiKx. 
Shortly b^ore midnight cannons boomol and bells b^an to 
peal in menoory of diat moanent long agp when FBdalgo tmered 


the Grito. 



Americas and death to bad govenmaentP 
Spaniards {wfa> w<xe the or 

a later srfisdtodon of the. words *^>e^ to 
[gaekufma}^ 

die pittriatic-sigirificaaoe of the o ceadoa. 
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Bracing Tiimsglf against every danger, he assumed an intrepid and 
ma gnifieent posc o£ outward calm. He chose a climax for his most 
daring appeal. From the balcony of the Cura Ehdalgo’s house he 
made a speech. Talking was difficult indeed, since at any moment 
a murderous missile might have been hurled through the darkness, 
yet talk he did. What his true emotions must have been is re- 
vealed in a letter to his brother Karl, dated September 21, 1864, 
which contains a gem of imderstatement. “You can’t imaging” 
confided Maxi, “how embarrassed I was. . . 

As it happened the address was received with frenetic ovations 
and a genuine display of enthusiasm. At sight of this blond giant 
with his smiling blue eyes and his easy scorn of cowardice the 
candid citizenry of Dolores felt utterly disarmed. It was im- 
possible to resist such a combination of virtues as were displayed 
by this prince who bore a likeness to the fabled fair-haired god 
(^etzalcoad. 

While a chorus of "Vivasr filled the air Maximilian dreamed 
of advancing as for as Monterrey on the wings of oratory. But 
his Pegasus was turned southward within the next twenty-four 
hours. While galloping along the highway the Emperor was 
caught in a rainstorm and drenched. He sneezed. By evening a 
feverish cold set in and Scherzenlechner, the lackey who had 
become a coddled courtier, was able to dissuade his master from 
further hardships. To the craven Sebastian all contact with the 
cq)per-colored race race cuivrSe”) was distasteful in the ex- 
treme. As private secretary to an emperor he hankered after pomp 
and circumstance not feats of heroic Bundling up to his ears 
against the innumerable germs with which he felt the atmosphere 
to be saturated, Sebastian led the way back to the capital. 

A stop was made at Toluca de Lerdo, nine hundred feet above 
Mexico City and nearly nine thousand feet above sea-level. Here 
Maximilian paused to admire the frozen peak of Xinantecatl, 
“Ihe Naked Man,” also called El Nevado de Toluca. A lake of 
potable water filled its now inactive crater. 

More and more the raw beauties of this land captured the mon- 
arch’s frncy. He reached Chapultepec widt chattaing teeth and 
a fantastic vision of empire. . . . 



Chapter 4 


Carlota received him with the news that Rome had sent a nuncio. 
Monsignor Meglia was here to isetde the Churdi question. Max- 
imilian, as a sincere apostolic monarch, would be expected to make 
amends for the many wrongs committed by the infidel Juirez. 

Lest any doubts on the matter existed the Vatican had chosen 
to submit an outline of its demands. It was an unequivocal out- 
line, requesting: 

“1. Annulment of the Reform Laws. 

“Z Ratification of the Catholic faith, to the exclusion of 
all other creeds, as the basic principle the Mexican Em- 
pire. 

“3. Complete freedom for the clergy in the exercise of ec- 
clesiastical functions. 

“4. Restoration of convents and monastic orders. 

“5. Subordination of private and pubHc instruction to rdi- 
gious authority. 

“6. Removal of all restrictions which tend to keep the Oiuidi 
dependent upon the State.** 

Ihe Emperor frowned. Ihis was absurd. Only a while 
ago he had expounded to the Archduke Karl &ose new kkas 
of liberalism with which the New World had in^ired him. 

“This continent is very progressive in a pdhkal seuse [he 
had written], more so by fitr than European states with their 
exaggerated self-esteem. What we kne^ in the Old World 
as mandarinisQ^ with all its ridicukus bathos, is tKterly in- 
omgrtKiQs here. All tl» lilted tranqtery with whkh we so 
stupidly encund>er qursdves in Euro^ aa^ shafi eotxtume esi- 
cumbo^ oQTsdvn fer cesttQiie% been dhcai d cd ofrar 
here, .,,**• 
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Yet thcxe was “mandarinism” of the most retrogressive sort in 
this attempt on the part of the Vatican to throttle a struggling 
nation wi^ the weight of its medieval despotism. Maximilian 
believed hims elf a sincere Christian. But he felt that the Church 
problem demanded a judicious as well as a Catholic solution. 

Monsignor M<^lia raised disapproving eyebrows. “His Holi- 
ness, Pio Nono,” he sputtered, “has instructed me to rdinquish 
not one iota of that which is asked.” 

The Emperor’s lips compressed, growing a trifle white at the 
comers. TTicre was a prolonged scratching of pen on paper which 
resulted in a counter-proposal of nine subheads, most of which 
were diametrically opposed to the Pope’s desires. With Maxi- 
milian’s instractions in the pocket of his cassock the nuncio de- 
parted. 

He went straightway to Archbishop Labasdda, who had re- 
cently returned to Mexico and avidly pursued his lost riches. To- 
gether the two clerics reviewed the atuation. They grew incensed. 
While proclaiming the Catholic Mth as the State religion, Max- 
imilian nevertheless intended to grant freedom of worship to all 
creeds. 'Ilie Church’s feudal holdings, nationalized by Juarez, he 
would not restore. Instead he proposed to conclude a concordat 
whereby the State would assume responsibility for the salaries of 
the clergy. 

Labasdda groaned. Neither he nor his Crocked colleagues could 
survive— in the style to which they had been accustomed— if they 
accepted a picaytme “salary” from a temporal government. Be- 
sides, it was revolting even to think' about. Did not such action 
d^prade the Church to serfdom under a dvil power? The holy 
men retired into acrimonious silence. 

Several days passed. The Emperor waited for an answer. Since 
ncme was forthcoming he sent his Minister <£ jusdee, Pedro Es- 
cudero, to confer with the recalcitrant nuncio. The conference 
was declined on the grounds that pondflcal orders admitted no 
parleys. 

At this the Emperm’s temper flared up. He let it be known that 
as a modem and enlightened' sovereign, whidh he wished to be, 
it might become necessary to get along without the Roman Curia. 
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Garlota, though a devout Catholic, supported her husband. In 
the presence of Marshal Bazaine she exclaimed, violent with in- 
dignation: “The only thing to do is to throw that nuncio <xit of 
the windowl" To Empress Eugenie she wrote on the same day: 

“You must admit diat to espect this country— burning with 
resentment against theocracies— -to return the enormous hold- 
ings of the clergy would be not only blind and irrational, but 
silly beyond compare.” 

Monsignor Meglia meanwhile accumulated his diare of venom. 
With the aid of his tonsured brethren he composed a biting letter 
to Maximilian in which he heaped criticism upon the latter’s muii- 
dane and wicked axioms. The missive was delivered at the im- 
perial chancellery where Escudero inadvertently opened it. Find- 
ing fault with Monagnor’s epistolary style (almost every word 
violated diplomatic form) the hlinister of Justice took a liberty. 
He sent the letter back. 

The situation was bound to become acute. Since recriminations 
had already been exchanged Maximilian did not trust himself in 
another interview with the ecclesiastics. Yet he was not willing 
to force a breach. Seeking one more amicable approach he in- 
duced Carlota to visit the nuncio and to negotiate an acceptable 
truce. It was the Christmas season, he reSected— a propitioos 
time beyond doubt. 

The interview took place on December twenty-third. Fbr two 
whole hours Qirlota stood her ground, but to no efFect. Slu: de- 
scribed the duel c£ wits to Eug6nie: 

“Everything slid diat man as frtxn polished mad^ . • . 

I ofFered all conceivable arguments in every posable diade o£ 
tone, graven gay, menacing, even oracular, for 1 fdt diat mudi 
wasatstake. SerkNisdiderences,pahaps even a rupture with 
the Holy Se(^ would be so harmful to the cause of idigioal 
It was usdess. He brudied my pemises aside like so much 
rubbish and offered nodiiag in didr|hKe. In fac^ he seemed 
to fed quite at home m the ndbtda he aswci hu per- 

wUffl w » » • 
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MaxiiDilian saw the futility of further parley- But he did not 
capitulate. Instead, on January seventh of the new year, he passed 
an edict forbidding papal bulls to be published in Mexico without 
imperial sanction. This was the first step in the inevitable rift 
with Rome. 

The nuncio and the clerical party, many members of which 
were Conservatives who helped establish the Empire, met the 
challenge with acerbity. Mexico City was in an uproar. Public 
opinion wavered between the opposing camps only to lean, eventu- 
ally, toward that which was more familiar— -the dominance of 
the priests. A large portion of the aristocracy, though monar- 
chistic in sentiment, was too bigoted to second any action against 
the Church. 

The royal couple spent an unpleasant week. 

“How I wish it were over [wrote Carlotajl The bishops 
formuhite petitions (which are at least politely worded). The 
mmdo indulges in testy ncXes, while society ladies pout. In 
shorty the most childish passions are let loose. Newspapers are 
at swords’ points. Radicals and Liberals proclaim doud that 
the doctrines dE Julrez have triumphed. Our own Conserva- 
tives, (m the other hand, regard themselves as retainers dE the 
P(^ and behave like dolts — excuse my language— to whom 
rel^on is synonymous with tithes and the power to hold 
property. QE course we know well enough that behind all the 
antics dE the nuncio, who is a mere puppet, stands the shadow 
of Mtmsignor Labasdda. I am so familiar with this fellow’s 
bad Itali^ that 1 recognize it in every one of the nuncio’s 
tnades.” 

It was the beginning <£ an xmfortunate and long-drawn-out 
omfikt betwera the Emperor and his own supporters. Even the 
Paris £migr&, who lately were drifting back to their homeland 
in growing detachments, gave themselves over to conflicting emo- 
tions. One and all, they had clamored for a monarchy because 
in so doing they hoped to recover the decemun and godliness of 
another day. That a scion of Europe’s eldest dynasty should be- 
comc inf ecte d with progressive ideas was unthinkable. It was 
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dangerous. Maximilian underestimated the influence of even a 
diq)Ossessed clergy. 

Some of the prominent families who had gone out to Guada- 
lupe to welcome the Emperor and his consort now locked them- 
selves up in their stone mansions and refused to appear at Ck>urt. 
Contact with Carlc^’s ladics-in-waiting became a trifle stilted. 
“One hardly ever catches sight of them,” wrote Maximilian to his 
brother. But he quickly added that diis was due to the “great 
seriousness of the Mexican character, a trait I a dmir e and which, 
thank God, insures me plenty of time for my real work” 

Even so, while Carlota’s ladies did not get in the way or interfere 
with his work, the Emperor grew at times wistful. There were 
bleak passages in his letters. ‘Things arc very quiet at Chapultepec 
and we lead a most retired life. Our routine is even simpler 
than at Miramar. We seldom give dinner parties eating 
most of our meals alone, and in the evenings we see nobody at 
alL . . Lest this be misconstrued, however, he finished on 
a thin note of defiance. ‘The so-called delights of European so- 
ciety, the elaborate soir^ and gossip conventions, tea-partiesi, etc., 
of stui^ memory, are still unknown here— and we are geing to 
be carei^ not to introduce them.” 

Ihis was an empty threat, for presently, unable to endure the 
uncomfortable tension, both Empercur and Empress made a new 
bid for popularity by throwing open the gates c£ their castle for a 
series of well devised gala recepdems. The latter were imbued 
with a richness and opulence calculated to beguile the Ladn love 
of Vendor. The plan was intdligendy ccmtceived. It worked. 
Sulking aristocrats blinked at crested invitations and fdit them- 
selves galvanized into action. It would pay to g<% if only to notice 
who beside oneself had been edked. 

The first of tiiiese palace functions to(^ place m January, die 
month which marked the fatal dS4de widi die nuncia By spe- 
aa! prodatnation the <^der of the Mexican Ea^e— “the hi^^ of 
dl rank^ and having tot hs Grand hkistcx the reigni^ sovor- 
dgn”— was cresned, and Maxhnflian let & W known diax oenain 
desorving stqiportei^ of ^ Emi^ tvoohl be deOfsssued on this 00 - 
casksa. Insnmdy thecw^tsilZ^^ Mniy h^eved d^m- 
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selves not only called but chosen. Bishops and sacristans were 
shelved along with their grievances, while ambitious politicians 
inspected the new bauble on display — under glass — in an anteroom 
of the palace. It represented a spread eagle holding a serpent in its 
beak and bearing above its head the imperial crown, together 
with the transverse swords of equality and justice. A blue silk 
ribbon bore the words: cn la Justicia [Equality in Jus- 

tice].” . . . nie order comprised six classes— to be awarded 
within the following limits: two hundred officers, one hundred 
commanders, fifty grand officers, twenty-five grand cross, twelve 
grand cross-with-collar, and no restriction upon the number of 
knights. 

Carlota, too, sponsored an order instituted especially for ladies. 
In honor of her patron saint, San Carlos Borromeo, the decoration 
received the name Orden Impend de San Carlos and it consisted 
of two classes — the grand cross and the small cross. These were 
to be conferred twice annually, on the Saint’s day, November 
fourth, and on CarleXa’s birthday, June seventh. Great discre- 
tion was exercised in an efiort to limit the members who mi ght 
therdjy be distinguished, but jealousy broke out among the ladies 
and they rai^ an astonishing clamor. There was nothing for it 
but to t^ow the dnblem freely and without restraint. 

Two military orders were also revived, the European Pour le 
MirOe in gdd, silver and bronzy and President Santa Ana’s Ooss 
Con^ancy (La Cruz de la Constancid) created in 1841 and 
confirmed by Maximilian on April 10, 1865. And lastly, since 
every one seemed highly pleased with the proceedings, Iturbide’s 
Order c/t Guadalupe was polished up to a new brightness. Five 
classes were established, five hundred officers, two hundred com- 
manders, one hundred grand officers, thirty grand exoss, and an 
unlimited number <£ knights. 

But medals and patents of nobility were only the pr eliminar y 
Haxididunents with which Emperor and Empress now wooed 
their subjects. Wining and dining in a manner hitherto unkno wn 
ammig C^ecde societies fdilowed each act investiture. A battery 
of predous Irquith hmn the imperial cellars was lined up before 
drfdx sd es s though fervent victims. From fifteen to twenty dif- 
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fercnt wines and liqueurs were sampled over gle aming banquet 
tables. The finest Hungarian labels, both white and red, alter- 
nated with vintages from the Rhine and Rhone. Maximilian’s 
baggage train from overseas included the costly seals of Prince 
Metternich, Veuve Clicquot and Roederer. 

As for the banquets themselves they were not to be equaled in 
the Mexico of another hundred years. Beginning at threothirty 
in the afternoon, these state dinners lasted no less than three hours; 
and generally an hour or so was spent in polite conversation over 
the inevitable demitasse. People who attended court parties took 
leave of Aeir kin as if they were emba rking on some dis tan t trip. 

Invitations were sent separately by both sovereigns, hfaximilian’s 
card ran as follows: 

De Orden del Emperador, la Secretada de las 
Ceremomas tiene el honor de invitar d 
Senor 

& coiner con Su Majestad en el Pdacto Imperid 

de Mexico, d de i86. .d 

las de la tetrde. - 

Traje: 

Para las Senores de manatus 
Para las Senoras 

Measuring six by four inches approximately, Carlota’s invitations 
resembled the a^ve Avith the excejptian that full dress was under- 
stood. The engraving ran thus: 

El Gran Chambeldn de la Emperatriz dene la 
' honra de invitar de orden de Su Majestad d 

Senor 

ySenora 

para la terttdia que tended lugar en el Pdacio 

■ de MSxico d\ ..de de i86 ..dim ocho 

de la noche. 

The in^perial menus were io^wdng. On Maidh 29, 18^, a state 
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dinner was offered to Bazaine in honor of the ktter’s elevation to 
the rank of Grand Marshal of France, an appointment granted by 
Napoleon on November fifth of the previous year. With the aid 
of a nervous kitchen staff the Magyar cook Tiidds devised a 
ddcctablc feast immortalized by the court printer. 

A Mexique, ap Mars iB6s 

MENU DU DINER DU GRAND MARECHAL DE FRANCE 

Potage Brunoise 
“ Tapioca 

RELEVES 

BouchSes aux huitres 
Poisson aux fines herbes 
FUet brdsi, sauce Richelieu. 

ENTREES 

CdteleUes jardinihre 
Yol-au-vent financihre 
Saumon h la Tartare 
Cailles PSrigueux. 

PUNCH A LA ROMAINE 


Dinde au cresson 
Seile ^agneau. 

ENTREMETS 

Pots h la franedse GSteau ^ahricots 

Asperges hollanddse Padding diplomaie 

GelSe au marasquin Glace h la varn^le 

a Ptbees madUes, 
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Menus for more ordinary occasions were couched in Spanidi, al- 
though the proportions showed litde change. The following re- 
calls a bite of supper provided at one of the Empress’s musical 
soirees: 

COMIDA DEL DU 27 DE ABEIL DE 1865 

Sopa d estilo SStngnS Los lomos d la pariaenne 

Las croquetas d la Mazarin Las truchas d la genoveat 
Las riselas con ostiones Las costillas jardinera. 

Los patSs con acdtuna 
Los filetes de gdlinas d la Tdosa 
Los pasteles de Strasburgo 
Los chicharos d la francesa 
Los cdiflores d la francesa 

ASADOS 

Los polios con trufas 
Us godomices con trufas 

ENSALADAS 

POSTRES 

Pudinde sago 
Croquetas de arroz 
Crema de todas las frutas 
Conserva de per as 
Queso y manteqmUa 
Helados de fresas y leche 
Prutasy Pasteles, 

A mar ginal note oa tihc joys of the table is given by die Emperor 
in a letter to Vienna. “Due to special edort^ our cuisine ranks 
among the best in eodnence anywhere, as does d^ imperki cellar. 
Ihe dif^omats gulp and gazade so stretaiot^y lhat after ^sner 
ri tfgyan Aft anthing bnf lisa inarriadate nansetise." 
aftocmadi mdtese ^baiitk 
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ladies wEo sat in picturesque array about their Ko^ess, nibbling 
chocolate bonbons from dainty individual tongsi. Occasionally 
the mimehing ceased as one of the Sehoras rdaxed in beatific 
slumber to the strains of Verdi and that famous Strauss who, back 
in Vienna, afforded a soothing obbligato to the Countess Gaby 
Dietrichstein’s happy dozing. Since most of the musidans had 
come from Europe in the Emperor’s entourage the programs fol- 
lowed a characteristic cliche currently stylish in Paris, London, 
Berlin. Only upon rare provocation did the orchestra contend with 
the intricades of Spanish rhythm or Creole syncopation. The con- 
cert following Carlota’s supper of April twenty-seventh provided 
one essay of this sort^ a Cuban habanera, bravely attacked and 
meekly surrendered for the more ludd measures of a Germanic 
Euterpe. In translating the Herr Kapellmeister’s notations into 
Spanish, the imported a}urt printer’s linguistic acumen struck a 
snag. The “Overture” of Orpheus became that subject’s “Aper- 
turci” ft) wit: 

mOGRAMA 
del dia 27 de abrd de i86s 


N. I. Marcha, por Sauerthd 

N. 2. Orpheus (Abertura), par O^enhach 

N. jf. CeUonen (Vdso), por Strauss 

N, 4. Un Bcdlo di Masekera ( Cuadrilla ), por . Verdi 

N. 5. Wddrdslein (Mazurka), por Fahrbach 

N. 6. La Zingara (Divertissement), por Bdfi 

N. 7. La Campana (Habanera), por Delgado 

N. 8. Demdirer (Pol\a), por .....Strauss 

N. 9. Laxenburger (Sc^ttisch), por Kaulich 

N.io. Marcha, por Sauerthd 


“Valso,” as an approdmatioa to the correct **vds” did very well. 
Mexican sodety, the most courteous in the world, remained gra- 
dously tmaware. In fact^ to ave the fordgners from all en^- 
rasanent in this respect, native gentlemen and ladies gravdiy 
imitated errors and employed them in conversation thereafter, a 
practise adhered to by their descendants to-day. 
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Whenever an ambulant Italian opera troupe chanced through 
dexico City the Court rejoiced. Messengers were sent to rout 
he Thespians from their sordid lodgings for a command per- 
brmance at Chapultepec. Imperial largesse took the place of 
neager road earnings, and the salons of the castle resounded 
vith the unstinted efforts of grateful talent. No bonbons were 
erved on these occasions. The ambitious selecdons of one such 
oirfe have been preserved; 

PROGRAMA DEL CONCIERTO 

del dUt 5 de mayo de 186$ 

Primera Parte 

1. “Serenata de Fausto” — Gounod— Cantada por el Sr. Biacfd. 

2. “Mon Fils, Romanza del Profetd’— Meyerbeer — Cantada 

por la Srita. Stdzer. 

j. “La Donna 6 MoMld'— Verdi— Cantada por el Sr. Maz- 
zolenni. 

4. “Fantasia Brillantd' para el Vidin, (dedkada a Su Majestad 

el Rey Leopddo de Bilgica y ejecutada por su composi- 
tor el Sr. Jehin-Prume, con acompmanuento de la Or- 
questa.) 

5. “Terceto de los Lombardo/'— Verdi— Cantada por la Srita. 

Ortolani y los Sres. Mazzdenni y Biacld. 

Segunda Parte 

6. “Aria del Barbero de Setnlld’— Rossini — Cantada por d 

Sr. Orlandini. 

7. "Recuerdos de. Chateaubriand'— QmdafO—Ejecutado en d 

Piano por el Sr. Le6n. 

8. “Aria de la Traviatd' — V erdi— Cantada por la Srita. Or- 

tdani. 

g. “Brihdis de iMcredd'—Donizei^— Cantada por la Stita. 
Stdzer. 

10. “MSgier compuesta para d Vidin por Ernst y ejecu^a 
por d Sr. Jehin-Prtme cos tKompt^amiento de Pimo^ 
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II. **Cuarteto de Higoletto’* — Verdi — Cantada por las Sritas, 
Ortolam y Stdzer y los Sres. Mazzolenni y Orlandini. 

However, not all of the Empress’s receptions were of so serious 
a character. She arranged for an intimate ball once a week 
after the custom of the French Court 

have decided to give some evening parties exactly like 
your Majesty’s [she wrote to Eugenie], and people seem to like 
my M<mday afiairs. The guests put on their best finery and 
really look presentable. There are many types of beauty 
hereabouts, su^estive <rf your Majesty’s homeland. One 
Spanish lady, the wife of a doctor named Solis, is exquisite; 
at the masked reception of the Bourse quite recently she had 
powdered her hair and woven a poppy-colored ribbon about 
in The effect was dashing— a p^ect Sappho of the classic 
age. Another handsome woman is Madame Sanchez-Navarro, 
one dE my attendant ladies. Hers is the face of a Murillo 
Madonna, with the black brows and long eyelashes of an 
Oriental. To offset so much dark beauty she wears a string 
of enormous pearls from the Pacific Ocean (which reminds 
me that I must have some fished for in the spring— that seems 
to be the proper season). ... In regard to our own appear- 
ance^ we have made it a pdht to dress in Mexican fashion. 
On horseback I wear a sombrero. Our menu becomes daily 
more native in flavor, we have a carriage drawn by mules with 
tinkling bells on their harness, we use no wraps other than 
searapes, and I go to mass in a lace mantilla. In ^ort, as ^ as 
harmless csternals go we have adopted indigenous tastes 
to such an e:n;ent as to startle even the Mexicans themselves. 
You see^ it is not reforms that shock men, but the manner in 
which dhiey are introduced. . . . My sc^fes end after one 
o’clock. Next Monday vrill be the sixtL I usually whirl 
through several quadrilles, one of these with General d’Hfril- 
lier. (In time I hope to invite all the French officer^ even the 
paymasters whoi, we have been told, are very anxious to dance.) 

At the finish there is a loud comet signal, whereupon we all 
start into a gtdop which goes so fast that somebc^y always 
ends by falling down.” 

Ihe nuncio and his wailing bi&ops had been forgotten. 



Ckapter 5 


King Leofoid asked a question. 

“What has become of the military command? Remember the 
First Napoleon’s adage that God is always on the side of the heavy 
artillery 1” 

It was a pertinent query. For some time past M aximilian had 
endeavored to confer with Marshal Bazaine about the matter. 
But Bazaine seemed to have an obsession for eluding the Emperor 
with ever new excuses. When more commonplace alibis failed 
the vwly soldier would suddenly leave Mexico City on some fresh 
expedition against Juarista bands roaming at large. 

Maximilian temporized. As a Ihipsburg he was not cut out 
for strife. There always stirred within him an instinctive urge to 
placate people and to turn to life’s more pleasant things. What if 
the greatest soldier in history, the unforgettable Bonaparte, had 
given bold impersonatians of Caesar, Alexander and Charle- 
magne— was not his life-story caked over with blood? Literature 
provided the most fitting epitaph for the colossal conquers. 

""Dieu Hdt ennuyi avee lui" wr«e Victor Hugo in his best 
allegorical vein, “God was bored with him. . . .” 

No cannier explanation could be found anywhere for die down- 
fall of earth’s mighty. Napdeon 1, riican of ^ory and prowl- 
ing over his dismal island prisem trapping birds or wrangling with 
a boorish jailer who refused him obeisance;, presented a picture 
which seemed hardly worth emulating. No^ Maximilhm was 
not impressed by the example of the Cctfsican. And so, for die 
time being and despite his father-in-law’s advke^ he left the heavy 
artillery to Bazain^ who seemed very attached to it 

A quarrel over military precedence would have been egiedally 
indeliatte at this rime^ for ^ eldorly Frenchman had just entered 
tqxm a romantic interlude. At fifty-four tl^ tn^dialcoQtenph^ 
marriage to a diy Mexican girl d seventeen' AriibrEB^mCarlota 
&e ftit^ bride “a ^ue beauty in lomniditDfe^ 
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most perfect grace of mann er” Of Bazaine die said erther things. 
Her usual tolerance exploded after watching the infetuated mar- 
shal dance the habanera at one of her parties. “He reminds me 
of a huge, lazy fly, gloating over that child-likefianc& of his. . , 
And again: “I sense Bazaine’s character. Why do men of his type 
look so demoniacal when they are in love?” 

Maximilian admitted the Frenchman’s ungainliness without 
holding it against him. In fact, the sons of La P carte had grown 
touchy of late and required handling with a silken glove. Na- 
poleon in complained that important offices in Maximilian’s 
^binct were filled by too many Mexicans while his own worthy 
subjects had been discriminated against. This was true. Max- 
imilian was planning a Mexican Empire for the Mexicans. He 
believed that they had given him coronation in their sacred cathe- 
dral for no other purpose. 

King Leopold applauded from Brussels. “You have acted 
wisely,” wrote the Coburg sag^ “in surrounding yoursdf from the 
outset with committees composed of natives; it is the only way to 
prevent the Mexicans from feeling that you underrate them.” 

But such measures were a decided damper on French imperial- 
ism. Napoleon seriously confidered enlarging his expeditionary 
force. Eugenie supported him vigorously. 

“Those pemtdons-rouges [red trousers] you are planning to 
send will do more toward permanent colonization than all the 
correspondence in the world.” 

Napoleon nodded. “1 had marines in mind,” he said, “they 
wear blue ones, dear.” 

"Hie new troops arrived in Mexico soon after, and with them 
came a startling request. According to an “agreement” made by 
the French Minister, Marquis de Montholon, and a member of 
the late Regency, Senear Luis de Arroyo, the immensely rich min- 
eral province of Sonora (comprising 198,'^ square Hometers) 
was to be ceded to France. Would Maximilian ratify this agree- 
ment ? It is recorded to the latter’s credit that he would do noth- 
ing of the sort The aforesaid Sefior Arroyo happened to have 
moved to parts unknown and could not be questioned in regard 
to his remarkable dealings in real estate. In any events Maximilian 
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emphatically denied his consent to such ^liadon. The tension 
between Paris and Chapultepec grew. The task of appeaang two 
widely divergent fections— his French sponsors on Ac one hand 
and his uncertain Mexican subjects on the (^er— assumed still 
larger proportions before Maximilian’s eyes. 

At any rate, Bazaine’s marriage would oflfer an opportunity for 
certain conciliatory gestures. In deference to Napoleon’s widies 
the event was cel^rated with great pomp at Chapultepec Castle 
where the French commander was accorfed the highest honors. 
The new “marSchde" Josefa Pena y Azedrate de Bazaine, and her 
mother, a widow of obscure fainily, sat beside the Empress 
throughout a special reception following the religious ceremony. 
“I need not mention the fact,” wrote Maximilian (making a ^>ecial 
point of mentioning the fact), “that we have donated the hand- 
somest palace in Mexico to the marshal cm the occanon of his 
wedding.” The letter, addressing Napolecm as “Sir, my brother,” 
was dated May 26, 1865,— the date on whidi the last Confederate 
forces under Ac command of General Kirby Smith surrendered 
to a victorious North, somewhere on a dreary Texas plain. The 
American Civil War was entering its last stage. 

At first this portentous event did nc^ make nearly so great an 
impression south of the Bio Grande y Bravo. as the fact that-the 
Emperor c& Mexico had given away a sumptuous colonial mannon 
to a detested French minion. Juarista spies, honeycombing their 
way through the capital, had waited for just such an opportunity 
as this to raise a great scandal. The Elapsburg usurper was robbing 
the country of its art treasures! Now what had the Hind Coor 
servative Party to say for itsdf ? 

The clergy joined in the refrain. Forgetting that Benito Juirez 
had dispossessed the Church, the vindictive army of prie^ turned 
rabidly republican. A flood of anonymous pamphlets i^read over 
the dty, besmirching Maximilian’s character. The Eoypress Car- 
lota’s parties were held up as ribald or^es which drained the 
nation’s treasury. 

At first the authorities were helpless to detetpnne ^ author- 
dr^ of the pamphlets. One evaring, early in Jun^ a dark fi^ire 
was (hscoTered providing along the Corcedor de la Vhraia ^ 
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Chapultepec and the mystery was solved. Nabbing the culprit 
by his floating cassock the Guardia Palatina led him into the 
Emperor’s presence. Maximil ian gazed upon the guileless face of 
a French abb^ named Alleau. This must surely be a mistake. 
But careful exploration of the cleric’s undergarments revealed that 
it was not. A complete outline was found, in code, which de- 
fined a systematic scheme of propaganda against the Empire. 
There were also letters from that masterful demagogue, Senor 
Guti&rez de Estrada, who in an access of religious fanaticism had 
taken up the b ann er of the Pope abroad and was inciting the 
Catholics of Europe against his former prot6g6. Maximilian’s 
face changed color. Perhaps his father-in-law had been right after 
all. 

“Beware of harsh measures,” King Leopold had written after 
Carlota’s bout with the nuncio, “the Blacks may become danger- 
ous.” 

But the warning had been ignored and here was Rome’s re- 
venge. A stiU greater shock now awaited Maximilian. Just be- 
fore turning the abbe loose, since diplomacy demanded indulgence 
toward a subject of France, the holy man’s breviary underwent 
inspeption. A scrap of folded paper came to light. It contained 
an ugly piece of libel, smeared over with penciled corrections, to 
the effect that the Empress Carlota had become a pleasure-mad 
creature because of her seaet sorrow at being childless. The 
reason for this frustration, so the abbd’s jottings explained with 
some detail, was to be found in the Emperor’s dissipated youth; 
while an admiral in the Austrian Navy, the Archduke Ferdinand 
Maximilian had caught a disease in a Brazilian bagnia Although 
checked, the virus had permanently destroyed all hope of beget- 
ting children. 

It was a vicious act of perfidy which, regardless of political con- 
sideration^ demanded punishment. The priest, unmasked as an 
was held for trial. At t^ the French Minister 
Marquis de Montholon entered a formal protest asserting that a 
son of La Fatrie could not be prosecuted in foreign law courts. 
Angry words followed. Maximilian reported the aflhiir in a letter 
to Napoleon and the case was finally turned over to France. The 
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abh6 was allowed to leave Mexico unmdiested. MoodxdiQn had 
won the day. 

He was to lose something in turn. Maximilian never trusted 
him again and thereafter referred to Montholon as a “low, 
wretched character with the bad manners of a former consul 
versed in petty intrigue.” The Emperor refused, furthermore, to 
receive the French Chargi ^Affaires in private audience, which 
crippled the business of diplomacy. In the end Mcmtholon was 
forced to tender his resignation. He was removed to a minor 
post in Washington while Monsieur Alphonse Dano was ap- 
pointed as his successor. 

The flurry oE opprobrious iimuendo against the imperial govern- 
ment now subsided but Maximilian was lefl in a state of tineasi- 
ness. He had been accused of spendthrift, prodigal excesses. lEs 
wife’s innocent social pastimes had been termed dissolute and 
wanton. What ctnild this mean? Where had they trespassed? 
Was there a foundation for such charges? 

Suddenly, with a sinking feeling, he realized that he had as 
yet made no effort to study his country’s finances. The condition 
of Mexico’s treasury had not troubled him. The vast salary which 
had been promised at Mir amar would surdy cover all expenditures 
hitherto mad^ including the spectacular wedding-gift to Bazaine. 
A conference with Jakob von Kuhacsevich, who had served as 
Maximilian ’s purser at Trieste would clear up the whede matter 
and prcjve that neither the Emperor nor his consort could have 
been exceeding the ample limit s of iheir respective aflowanoes. 

After supper that evening he summooed the dd treamrer. The 
latter found his master pacing back and forth like a sentinel across 
the northern terrace. 

“I am taking my exercise, Kuhacs.” 

“That is excelfcnt, your Majesty.” 

"Ye^Iamsure. But you sM take it with me for your sma---* 

“Very good, your Majesty.” 

taking his f odlom gray locks the Hungarian shtdSed into a trot 
beside his beloved sovereign. This big, overgrown MaaJ, he re- 
flected, was a chotmtUf'* He would have'dosK ao wdl m the finie 
royal palace ^ Biidapesil Insted, here they afl wesci in this in- 
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cxedH^ land its extraordinary and terrifying anttdimaxes. 

For the space of an hour the two men walked and their inter- 
view provoi to be just that— a terrifying anticlimax. Maximilian, 
believing his income safely in the hands of Kuhacsevkh, discovered 
now that neither the cdebrated dqjutation of the Regency nor 
the French authorities in control up to the moment of his accessitm 
had advanced a single cqpper of the one kindred and twenty-five 
thousand pesos promised as the mondily imperial stipend. Ku- 
hacsevkh in turn, unwilling to overstep his bounds had tactfully 
awaited the mmnent when Maximilian would turn over to hh 
trust the funds which he naturally supposed in his master’s pos- 
sesrion. That this.transfer did mat heretc^re take place the dd 
purser cheerfully ascribed to the faa that travd expenses and cxher 
obligations had demanded earlier liquidation. 

“But how can we have got tins far without money ?” Maximilian 
exclaimed in consternation. 

“There were the two hundred thousand gulden advanced by 
ycxir Majesty’s familf. From this sum I have covered all outlays 
that reached my department.” 

“And thare is nothing left?” 

Kuhacsevich faltered miserably. “A mere fraction. The house- 
hold, retinu^ secretaries lackeys, all have demanded their regular 
p^. At Miramar we were never behind in such matters. I did 

not know, I could not tell The old man broke down and 

wept Maximilian clasped his trembling shoulders. 

“It’s not your faulty Kuhacs,” he said gently, “Fvc made a hor- 
rible mistake.” 

Throughout that night the Emperor sat at his de^ Gathered 
about him, with lines o£ worry written over their faces, were the 
modey members of his Cabinet Ihough the hour was unpro- 
pitious and certainly inconvenient for business of such a nature, 
Maximilian would not relax imtil each man had rendered full ac- 
count his financial entanglements. Frcun Almonte, who had 
play«l so important a part in the Regency, he demanded an exact 
reckoning o£ that body’s neglected obligations. The information 
thus leaned proved staggering. In actual figures it filled count- 
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The first rays of dawn found the Emperor still lost in a maze 
of figures. In view of the fiict that one of the ostensible causes 
of Napoleon’s intervention was the Juirez moratorium repudiating 
Mexico’s foreign debts (because of her inability to pay them), it 
was all the more shocking to discover the expenses incurred by 
France for Mexico in bringing Maximilian and his suite across the 
seas. To be sure, the French Government had not put forth a 
single sou. The Mexican treasury had been bled for ^ the sums 
here quoted: 

I. Given to 'rarious persons to induce Maximilian 
to come $104,902.32 

a. Furniture and improvements at Palado Na- 
donal in Mexico City (despite which the Em- 
peror and Empress were imable to sleep there !) . 101,011.83 

3. Furniture and art objects for Chapultcpec 1^10.50 

4. Reception at Vera Crm: (which never took 


place) and Mexico City 115,348m 

Total $ 33 ^ 73 ^ 


In addition to thi% Mexico had the privilege of supporting the en- 
tire French army of occupation, at ^e rate of one thousand francs 
a man per annum, not mentioning the &ncy salaries k£ Bazaine;, 
Douay, d’Hdrillier, and a vast cc^erie of minor cheers. 

With dreadful darity Maximilian saw the dawn cf retrSmtion 
for not having gone into these matters more thoroughly at 
Trieste. Words and phrases he had glossed over supofic^y 
without grasping their meaning now retumol to etch fhemsdves 
into his consdousness. Artide 9, the most preposterous dE Mon- 
sieur Achille Fould’s eighteen clause known as the Cemvention 
of Miramar, danced before his burning eyes: 

*The outlays incurred by the Freadi expeditiem to Mexkoi, 
and charged to the Mexican Govenunent^ have been fixed at 
the sum of two hundred and seventy mlUion finnes for the 
entire duration dE said expedition to July x, 1864. This 
sum is to bear an interest rate cf 3% per annum.” 
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A colossal fortune to be paid to France for alleged sacrifices 
in connection with a campaign which had been promoted from 
start to finish for her own advantage! It was insane. He, Max- 
imilian, must have been mad or struck insensible to have allowed 
such a thing to happen. But it had happened. A French in- 
spector of finance was even now on his way to Mexico, instructed 
by his government to press for payment of the first instalments 
on these sums. Monsieur Bonnefond would arrive at Vera Cruz 
with the next packet boat. Upon his landing the nightmare would 
begin. 

Groaning in impotent despair the Emperor buried his face in 
his hands. 



Chapter 6 


Carlota walked witk her ladies in the flowered patio atop the 
palace of Chapultepec. With nimble stq>s she circled the tiled 
fountain and returned to the trellis against which delicate coli- 
bris quivered as if suspended in mid-air. She was taking the walk 
which in all Spanish countries is taken para hacer la digesU6n^o 
make the digestion. It was eight o’clock in the evening and the 
Empress had supped alone. She had not seen her husband since 
yesterday, when he had locked himself up with his ministers. 
Work was killing poor Maxi; she must persuade him to 1^ her 
share some of his task^ such as the interminable audiences to 
newly accredited diplomats. Foreign representatives were ar- 
riving constantly, which proved that Maximilian’s government 
was recognized abroad. England had recently sent Sr Peter 
Campbell-Scarlett, while from Austria came Count Guido Hum, 
and from Prussia Baron von Magnus. Like Eug&ie, who acted 
as r^ent during NapoleOTi’s recurring holiday trips, Carlota 
■wished to make herself useful There burned within her an 
urge to live intensely, creatively, a fact for which beyond doubt 
a latent maternal instinct could be made resprmsible. 

The Empress Avalked, rapt m that abstract concoitration which 
so easily could be interpreted as hai^tiness. Silent footmen 
cleared a sandalwood table in the loggia, bearing away candelabra, 
and ^pergnes tilled ■with spiced huits. In dq>arting tiie flicker- 
ing candles cast an (Clique g^ow uptm the ^verware that bore 
an imperial erdsL 

Beyond the Ic^gia a gallant moon rode through the shies. Its 
radiance played on the crowns of Mbntezuma’s giant cypresses 
which lunsh^ die castle on the crag. It tilled the sheltered patio 
with daytime brightness. 

"Ihe birds arc fooled by it,” (hou^t Cailota. 

Two gorgeous macaws {^eened thdr tinted f ethers and swayed 
toward her as she passed Ihqy choetkd with a soft exulta^, 

IW 
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cocking wise heads the better to listen to the patter of the Empress s 
feet. Rocking to and fro in a transport of rhythm, they 
danced on their perches to that patter. 

“Those divine creatures,” thought Carlota. 

Moonlight lying like snow on the forest, and Aztec guacamayas 
fian cin g in her garden. . . . 

She was beginning to get used to it. She was beginning to love 
this Mesico with its violence, its color, its deep underlying peace. 
Pagan and Biblical, Oriental and Homeric Mexico! One day 
she would go beyond loving, one day she would come to imder- 
stand &. Poets and dreamers went in search for such a place as 
this; a place where one walked under tulip trees, and where cities 
could be recognized by flower odors— the strong dove of Xodri- 
milco’s carnation pink% die heliotrope of Tacubaya, and the jasmin 
d distant Monterrey. 

In her correspondence, of late, she had identified herself with 
diis land <£ her adoptiem. She spdte of Mexican a£^s as “otu: 
iSaks^ in ccatfra^ to those of Europe although herself may 
nc^ have been consdous of this change. 

Maximilian foDowed her example. In a letter to his former 
^yadan at Miramar, XXxtor Jilek, he admitted an attack cf Meer- 
tveh (nostalgia for the sea) but added: **We live here in a free 
land anoor^ free people and under enlightened prindples such 
as you at home can not even dream about. No longer do I fed 
diackled by fetters, for here one is allowed to express oneself 
and to fxirsae high ideals. Ahhoc^ Mexico is backward in cer- 
tain reqieccs, iaddog material wealth and ddrdcpment, in social 
questions— which to my mind ace paranaount—we are far ahead 
of Europe; and nxire specifically Austria. Ours is a healthy 
democracy, free feom the rabid and fantastk quality of that pre- 
vailing in Europe, yet imbued with a force dE conviction such as 
you will not attain without a struggle lasting fifty years. ... 
Moceovtf , Eurepean ideas in regard to this country are for the 
moift part mi<»aken. Europeans can not and will not grasp 'due 
cc»dki<H)s out here; they are too proud to admit- tbar we Ameri- 
cans have left thesm far behind in the things that really count.” 
Carfeta, desoflting a tour m^ection thraii^ d]£ paper fectory 
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and cotton mill of Hilpani, informed Eugenie: “These places are 
managed by two Spaniards from Asturias and Castilla la Vieja 
respectively. Your Majesty would have enjoyed hearing them 
^eak with that pure and correct accent which we Mexicans do 
not have, but which is much nicer.” 

Her sensitive ear for languages was one of Carlota’s great gifts. 
She was articulate with that Sprachgefiihl, a feeling for dicticm, 
which freed her from inhibitions and rendered her capable of 
repeating strange ^unds. Talent and opportunity combined to 
make her a natural linguist 

She made full use of these advantages, especially in her ccare- 
spondence. Her flair for writing was in its^ unusual. Without 
those letters which she penned so faithfully it would be difficult 
to recapture the chimera of her existence. By comparison the 
Empress Eugenie’s replies were flat and lifeless. To be sure. Car- 
lota wrote under the compelling stimulus of travel in remcAc places, 
while her friend was forced to draw material from the common- 
place experiences of the stay-at-home. Furthermore;, the Empress 
df France was discontented and barely on speaking terms with her 
husband, while Carlota felt herself a woman loved. 

Both sovereigns engaged in many courtesies on paper. At times 
their adherence to punctilic^ while improving their styl^ c^iscured 
its meaning. The use of tides in preference to names led to en- 
tanglements which in turn needed esplaining, thus from Carlota’s 
pen: “The Emperor— our Emperor— has been indiqxwed, though 
not seriously.” Again, when letters assumed the proportkms of 
a Dumas .se^ she apologized: “I am telling your Majesty all this 
for 1 realize what pleasure you take in descri{Hions. Madame 
Almcaite and I often declare how ddighted we should be if the 
Empress Eugfnie could come for a visits and then we start de- 
ploring the ocean and the immensity of space.” 

Ihere was in Eug^e an early weariness, a disendhamment. 
But Carles wrote of her life like one who could not bear to miss 
a moment of it. An inexorable law of compensation was illus- 
trated by th^ two women. The Empress of France had moved 
from the of a sophisticated youdi toward the:ehili of a pre- 
mature twfli^ht, whtb Cadfita had stqpped horn, pale ai^ doss- 
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tcred girlhood to the very brink of romance. Beauty, poignant 
and intoxicating, wove its spdl about the litde girl from Laeken. 

She had a preference for mari ne colors, ranging from faint lime 
through lilac to deepest purple. But most of all she loved clear 
azure, and the billows of her crinoline shone like blue crystal when 
die drove from the heights of an Aztec palace hill to the portals of 
a Spanish cathedral. And her story is the story of a phantom 
crown.... 

At leas^ so it seemed to Maximilian as he came upon her sud- 
denly in the moonlight that bathed the world in silver. “She is an 
empress in a dream,” he murmured to himself “and I must rouse 
her before it is too late.” 

She had heard him coming up the stone stairs with slow un- 
natural stqis. Dismissing her ladies-in-waiting she turned to meet 

bim- 

“Whatisi^myheart.? You lode so white ” 

He todc both her hands and kissed them. “1 am tired, Carla. 
Tirol and fed up with everything!” 

“WOTk?” she asked sympathetically. 

His nod was absent-minded. 'Tliere’s a chasm that grows 
deeper and deeper; I haven’t the power to bridge it 

“Of course not. You are overtaxing yourself and I won’t let 
you keep <mi. The new Spanish Minister, Marqu& de la Ribera, 
called this afternocm to present his credentials, but 1 sent him 
away. He looked a bit ojendiio, too.” She broke into her quick 
iau^ as she recalled the proud diplomat’s indignation. Being 
a true Castilian hidalgo {hijo-de-dgo, a sem of something), the 
good marqu^ was not in the habit of standing before dosed 
doors. 

Maximilian leaned agdnst the balustrade his hands gripping the 
stone. “I must talk to you, Carla,” he said, and there was a gravity 
in his tone that Partied her. 

She likened very quiedy to the words that followed. Her eye- 
lids dosed as the voice beride her went on, humbly, indsivdy, 
laying bare thdr al^urd mistakes. At last the outpour of self- 
accusation ceased and only the splash a near-by fountain filled 
die .stillness. Somewhere a erk^et chirped dirilly and subsided 
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again. Crickets were queer— how could anythiug so small make 
so much noise? . . . 

Carlota turned to her husband and feced him. “You are not 
at fatally” she said firmly, “whatever happens. It was I who said 
at Miramar— ‘Good, let us go!’— and I will help you now.” 

He pressed her to him. “But what arc we going to do? Nothing 
will make the slightest dent in those figures.” 

“You can give back your salary. I shall get along without an 
allowance from the Mexican treasury.” 

Maximilian forced an ironic smile. “I iotge^ to tdl you that 
we have so far been uring Franzi’s money. There is nothing to 
return 

Ihis was a blow she had not expected. The vast sums inve^ved 
in French claims and indemnities had at times haunted her coor 
scioumess like some dread specter, although their very enormity 
seemed to preclude actual danger. The extortiemate mrms sur- 
rounding the Jedter loan had been the talk of Eurc^ but no one 
took them seriously. People everywhere believed that France^ hav- 
ing made a profitable investment which gave her a foothold in 
Mexico, would be more than satisfied with this political grin. 
Certainly the Emperor Napoleon professed an abstract concerq 
over the welfare of the Latin-American nations. 

There was nothing abstract^ however, about hfaximtlian’s salary. 
And as for that relatively small sumr-C^ota’s allowance— if this 
could not be paid, then Mexico must indeed be in a sorry strak. 

The Empress brooded. “1 have i^” die exclaimed presendy, 
“we must cut down espenses. You can discharge the great Moo 
and I will see what may be done abmit my Senoras.” 

“The great Moot,” as Scherzenlechner had oime to be known 
because of his bloated self-este<an, was somethmg of a nmsanoe. 
His bovine presents never failed tocreate discord, e^)eciaBy among 
tl^ native mendxxs of the Emparor's following. There were those 
who wondered wibtt Maximilian saw m the insolent former valet 
who to the higlhest o&xs. In dtis matter of srieoing 

adrisa:^ loyaky has ever notorioosiy asmed agaaaat 
myaky. Partksdariy writJm true of the Hap^NHgs,vd>o reacted 
aa^enioi id a Javocride exterior regardless of the xascriity k sbo^ 
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mnr/al- Writing to his wife at Budapest, Count Julius Andr£ssy 
described Franz Joseph’s Cabinet members: “Der g^dsite Fe filer 
der Minister des Kmsers ist, doss tie Esel and. [The greatest 
failt of the Emperor’s minis ters lies in the feet that they are 
asses.]” 

Even so^ Franz Joseph had lucid moments when— -unlike Maxi- 
miliaiv — he was able to recognize a rogue at si^t. One of the Hof- 
burg secretaries, although commendable for his orthography, was 
a shametess liar. Franz Weckerl^ the amanuensis in question, 
was a^ed by his Majesty to report on the weather. 

“Majestat, es regret [it is raining],” was the reply. 

Franz Joseph went to the window and looked out With a 
twinkle in his eye he turned to the secretary. “You have made a 
mistake, Weckerlc. It really is raining.” 

But in fer-o£E Mexico all perspicacity seemed to have been lack- 
ing, for Scherzenlechner had suoreeded in bullying everybody, 
including his master. Maximilian now actually brightened at the 
uncq)ected excuse for discharging the lackey in a tactful manner. 
As it happened, Scherzenlechner did nc^ merit such gracious treat- 
ment When told that his services could no longer be afforded 
the erstwhile manservant tore off his insignia and decorations, 
^routing that he would never wear them again. Maximilian’s offer 
to secure t<x him a post at the Hofbui^ in Vienna was rejected 
with the same vehemence. Sebastian wantol nothing unless the 
stain upem his imaginary escutcheon was wq>ed out 

“Der g^rosse Muh ist fort [The great Moo is gone] 1” wrote Frau 
von Kuhacsevich to Frau von Radonete whose husband was Pre- 
fect c£ Miramar. “It is tiie greatest blessing for the Emperor; he 
admits it iumself. Whether things can ^ill be straightened out 
with the government, nobody knows.” 

Ihe matter of the Senoias was less simple. To be sur^ ffie 
ladiesdn-waiting hdd purely honorary positions and received no 
pay. Their removal could hardly afferr the nation’s treasury. 
Bin by reducing personnd at Court the outlay for teremimials 
decreased perceptibly, and certainly the conf ectitmer’s bill would 
be cut in hal£ So, with the utmost delkacy, (^lota eliminated 
six of the less formidable dowagers — limiting personal atten- 
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dants to fourteen (the queens of Spain had sixty ! ) . Ob jectioos firom 
the offended aristocracy were met with a demure reference to the 
clerical party which had accused the Empress of extravagance. 

To royalty the practise of economy must be a novel and unattrac- 
tive experience, but Maximilian and Carlota were now consumed 
with a zeal for reform. Court balls and banquets, scheduled to 
celebrate their first anniversary upon the throne of Mexico, were 
canceled. A portion of the silver hollow-ware was left to tarnish 
in velvet-lined boxes; only the petit dijeuner set remained in use. 

Outside the palace equally significant changes took place. 
Parades in gala uniform became taboo and Maximilian’s plan to 
import horses on a large scale had to be dropped. Only the 
Emperor himself and the officers’ corps continued to ride thorough- 
breds. Furthermore, a curb was put on Bazain^ “die big 
spender ” — (le grand dSpenseur)—wh.(^ spasmodic military ex- 
peditions drew incalculable sums from the nadonal purse. Hence- 
fcHth Maximilian himself wished to direct all operations against 
the rdbd Judrez and, if possible^ engage in negotiations for a truce. 

In all things the imperial couple bowed to necessity and, in an 
effort to set a proper example, even decried their former habits as 
foolish. The new order was wholesome and “so democratic.” 
Emperor and Empress applauded the return to a simple life quite 
as if no one had ever promised them an aimual inccane fifteen 
hundred thousand and two hundred thousand pesos req>ective{y. 

Only one trifiing matter remained unchanged— the tenor c^ their 
Imers to Europe. No one abroad must have a chance to ridicule 
the Mexican venture or point with scorn at its grcrtiesque outcon^ 
Carlota continued to pen glowing accounts to Laeken, Paris, 
Vi enna. Unsparing with adjective^ she described her “fea^-day 
{mxnenades, in shawls of licffi lace and with hair dressed in the 
hhuland fa^on (heavy knots on either ear, or loosdly curled 
beneath a diadem of gold leaf).” Sie exag^rated Inavely, bra- 
zenly. Everything in Mexico exceeded ffidr most daring hopes, 
in ixt, they were sitting in dte proverbial lap of ItKory. If <fis- 
ai^ointment, nay, utter faffiire lay ahead, Carlota coaid ont bring 
hers^ toadmit it. 

Maximilian’s lemeis to his mother and brothers were no kss 
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misIffaHing. Hc boasted about his vast palace% assuring Franz 
Joseph (to the ktter’s great irritation) that they were more im- 
posing than the Hofburg or Schonbrunn. He described the Pom- 
peian delights of B1 Jardin de la Bor da, a pleasure estate in tropical 
Cuernavaca, and of his Bucn Retiro at Orizaba “where the en- 
thusiastic inhahitants have decided on their own initiative to build 
a villa ftM: us in one of the fairest settings of this paradise.” 

On the subject of female pulchritude he waxed especially elo- 
quent “Mexican ladies are the loveliest I have ever seen, even in 
Andaluck.” The younger Ardidukes back in Austria were sur- 
prised to learn that the chorus of the Viennese opera could nert: 
compete with Latin charm. Furthermore, as if all this were not 
enough, Idaxl’s steed was a rare white Arab unsurpassed by the 
finest Li pizza stud. His private railroad coach appeared to be a 
fiorid afiFair worthy dt Rubens (who had decorated the coronation 
carriage <£ the Hapdmrgs). And if Maximilian must cut short the 
rich &w of his episdes it was because he f oimd himself submerged 
in the authordup of a code on social precedence modeled after the 
liberal Mes^or. “This strikes me as the most rational improve- 
ment, for Spanish cdquette has become outmoded. The whole 
matter will be published'm an ofEdal gazette which is to appear 
daily.” In truth, the imperial pen was busy. It produced seven 
volutes of statutes for the regulation of court ceremonial. The 
sonorous tide this <^u% composed by the exalted author himself, 
omtained cmly two idimnatk ermrs and oue capricious omission of 
a capital letter: “Reglamento Provisioad por el Servicio y cere- 
momtd del Corte” 

Bydmsfixmgtheexactprivilegesof rank in accordance with the 
degree iavdvtd, Maximilian hoped to banidi thme constant quar- 
rels over priority uiuch consdtute the kvmite qxut of every royal 
emnuiage. For, unlike that chief of the Scottish clan who yelled 
“Where the hkcGregor sits^ that is the head of the tablel” the 
average court darling lost his appetite or ran a temperature over 
some dip in the order of place-cards. &ich vexadons had their 
counterparts in history. There was the medieval dlE between the 
Ardd>idiop of York and the Archbishop of Caitteibury during a 
church ceuncSI, wheo, sance n^her w<m!d sortender the ^t d. 
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honor, both took turns settling down on each other’s lap. A more 
enlightened and democratic future was to witness the Alice Long- 
worth— Dolly Gann deadlock in the Washington of 1929. 

With dissenaon banished from their drawing-rooms the imperial 
couple now concentrated on some means of demonstrating thdr 
adherence to Catholicism despite the hostile attitude of the clergy. 
What could be more convincing than the annual observance <£ 
Holy Thursday with the Washing erf Beggars’ Feet? This ritual, 
commemorating Christ’s ministrations to the Aposdes, had bem 
traditionally re-enacted by all the popes as wdl as those sovereigns 
who enjoyed the papal attributes of Most Christian, Most Faithful, 
Most Catholic and Most Apostolic Majesties. These were in the 
order named the rulers of France, Portugal, Spain and Austria- 
Hungary, at whose Courts the ceremony of the Lavadon was held 
according to prescribed form. 

Once a year during Holy Week twdve poor men and as many 
ragged shrews were gathered up from dty slums and spirited to 
the palace. Here they were scrubbed, dothed and abundantly 
perfumed before being led into the royal presence. Under the 
watchful eyes erf the papal nundo, a cardinal, an archbishe^ and 
the grandees erf the realm, silver basins were next placed under the 
right foot erf each beggar. Hereupon the sovereign, girded in a 
^pe^ess apron, performed lightly widi a decanter erf blessed watar 
and a fr^ linen towd, after which he bowed and perfunctcaily 
kissed the mendicant’s metatarsus. It was a joyless budnes^ bit 
Jesus had done il^ so it could be dcMie. Maximilian fooiMi it hdpfal 
to remember the fact 

While this went on, the prelate, their acolyte and a choir 
chanted the correspmding Go^l (rf Saint Jdm and the wreched 
men (as well as dieir female counterparts vduan the royal spome: 
attended) fdt exceedingly unccanfortable. 

Ablutkms now b^ig completed, the awed b^^ars were diieded 
to a magnificent banquet tairfe where^ OKI gdd and siive dis^s^ a 
repast of twenty-five sqKurate course was ^ead om before them 
and served by sovereigns in person. However, shKx tbt lowly 
guests were far too enrfianassed to ea^ k was customary for tlxam 
to kave aB food unloadbed mid to can 7 k away later in lai]ge 
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Once wtside the palace gates these baskets brought a 
banfisnmff profit sincc their contents could be sold at retail to a 
waiting crowd of middle-class citizens eager to purchase even the 
driest queso de bda (Edam cheese) if only it came from the royal 
pantry. Nor did the authorities iuterfere with such lively sales. 
It was deemed perfectly prefer for any pauper who did not wish 
to gorge himselE on the supply in his basket to change this into 
hard cash. 

Maximilian and Carlota obeyed church traditions to the Idter. 
With commendable zeal they introduced Rome’s most stringent 
customs into Mexico, shirking no abasements. Their sincerity 
could not be doubted. 

Politically, too, they meant to turn over a new leaf. If the 
Empire lacked resources something must be done to remedy this 
need. On paper, Maximilian allowed his imagmadon to weave 
pahny speculatims of conquest He recalled Napoleon’s dream of 
enlarg in g Mexican territory down to the borders dE PanamI, thus 
dividing the American continent into three major unit% the Anglo- 
Sanm R^ublk to the north, the Mmcan Empire and that of 
BraziL In this connemon he strongly advised his youngest brother. 
Archduke Ludwig, who was undoubtedly leading a frivolous ex- 
istence in Vienna, that Dom Pedro II of Brazil had two marriage- 
able dau^ters. Here^ if an 3 rwhere^ opportunity knocked for 
Ludwig. But that odd young man proved impervious to feminine 
allure^ especially at such long distance and seemed loath to 
abandon his appanaged leisure. To Franz Joseph’s profound 
chagrin, the Brazilian princesses found other husbands. The 
elder, Isabdda, married the Count of Eu, while the younger, 
Leopoldine, became the bride of Prince August of Saxe-Cdmrg- 
Gotha-Kol^iry (the Hungarian Coburg^ now the dynasty of 
Bulgaria). 

Other flights dt Maximilian’s fancy miscarried like the Brazilian 
marriages. 'Ihe conmucdon a large navy and the founding 
a rntmastery in the Hdy Land were mere illusions wherein the 
harassed narmarch sought escape frena an all too painful reality. 
But dbe vicissitudes of his reign had just begun. Heretof CMre his 
troiddes had j^nrang from religion, the (kfick and que^ions 
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tptfmal policy. Now there approached the harbingers of danger 
from without Disjointed at firsts yet growing daily more em- 
phatic, reports drifted southward across the Rio Grande that the 
American Qvil War was definitely over. Banquo’s ghost, in the 
shape (£ the detestable Monroe Doctrine, would soon be haunting 
the feast 

A minor calculation made by that authority on American 
affain tj the Emperor Napdeon III, had gone wrong. . . . 
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THE CURTAIN 
Chapter 1 

At Belaib, Martland, tliirty miles from Baldmor^ the half-mad 
English actor, Junius Brutus Booth, drilled Shakespeare into the 
resisting skulls of his yoimg oflspring. The elder boy, Edwin 
Thoma^ learned with considerable ease and, after his father's 
death, ^ed the latter’s pending engagement as Richard IIL A 
tour of the country followed. Loyal audiences everywhere ap- 
proved the continuity a famous name and so, in i8^ the year 
d Maximilian’s arrival in Mexico, Edwin Booth played HaMet 
to packed houses i(x one hundred ccmsecudve ni^ts in the dty 
of New York. 

It was not so -widi his younger brother. John Wilkes, named 
after the famous stateanan and maternal ancestor, did not learn 
well. Tru^ he appeared in Julius Casar, attuned to its keynote: 

**. . . poor Brutus, with himsdf at war. 

Forgets the shows df love to rxhtf men.” 

But he felt overshadowed by Edwin’s greatness. Even before 
hosdlitks brr&e out between die franchised North and die dave- 
holding South, John left the stage and enlisted widi die Vlrgmia 
militia. What, after all, was grease paint? He would be a hern 
intheflesh! He would cam nobler laurels than diose won bdbind 
foodights* He VTOuld die for a viettaioos Soudi. 

And then- there had been no victorious South. Not odf 
dus; he^ John Wilkes Bocdi, lost hs enthndasEU for 
soldiery long before a clitnaT was reached in the fray. 
Whoi the Confederate armies dihanded he was aon^ere 
among dieja. He had returned to ^Dorinqal boards and 
was back where he started, plodchi^ ak»g in ^ hadow 
of his brother’s ^cny. It ■m& aiheard^ He b^m to 

y» ' " 
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dramatize Bis own failure in less personal term^ by sorrowing over 
the defeat of his military comrades. He jmned a secret group of 
conspirators who were going to Washington with vague plans of 
vengeance. Nights of fasting and inflammatory discusaon crystal- 
lized these plans. There stood a man before the public eye who 
symbolized the struggle in which the South had been humbled. 

‘Tet’s be sacrificers, but not butchers, Caius. 

We all stand up against the q)irit of Caesar; 

And in the spirit of men there is no blood: 

O that we then could come by Caesar’s spirit; 

And not dismember Caesar! But; alas, 

Caesar must bleed for it! And, gentle friend^ 

Let’s kill him boldly, but not wrathfuUy; 

Let’s carve him as a dish fit for the god^ 

Not hew him as a carcass fit for hounds: 

And let our hearts, ais subde masters do, 

Sdr up their servants to an act of rag^ 

And after seem to chide ’em. This ^all make 
Chir purpose necessary and not envious: 

Which so appearing to the common eyes. 

We shall be call’d purger% not murderers.” 

On April 14, 18® (die anniversary of the N wards sailing from 
hfiramar), Preddent Abraham Lincoln and his guests attended 
a petfecmance at Ford’s Theater. In the course the evening the 
actor Booth was able to conceal himself in the presidential box 
where, at dose range; he fired a revdver. The bullet entered 
lincdn’s neck, causing death eady the next morning. Jdin 
Wilkes Booth escaped but farc^e his leg in the attempt and was 
foond hiding in the Virginia hills a short time later. RdEudng 
aarrender, fell before the vdleys of his pursuers on April 
twentydxth, without impressiug an outcaged world with his 
imer|»etation of the deed. 

The tragic news caused apprehenskm in many quarters. The 
gaunt American Prendeot was known for his benevolence; but 
what about his soexe^ors? Secretary of State William Henry 
Sewardj, stihbed at his residence on the »{ne ni^t of die asaasn- 
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nation, bristled with aggressive policies. Vice-President Andrewr 
Johnson, Lincoln’s automatic successor, rose to power on a wave of 
blustering nationalism. Nothing seemed to weaken the Cdossus 
of the North. On the contrary, the War of the Secesaon had im- 
bued the Union with a new realization of power which might 
be used against her neighbors. Having crushed insurrection at 
home;, the United States appeared eager to accept any challenge. 
Latin America took notice. 

In a public address just before his end Abr aham Lincoln had 
said: “I do not know what the nation wants. All I know is that 
there will be no more wars under my presidency.” Imperial 
Mexico had drawn great cmnfort from diese word% for Maxi- 
milian hoped in time to win Lincoln’s sympathy. 

But death had changed all that After Prerident JeJmson’s in- 
vestiture a confidential messenger, Don Mariano Degolladc^ lefi 
Mexico City with a letter of condolence from Maximilian and a 
pr(^)05al for a conference between the two governments. Warii- 
mgton officials remained aloof. SenorDegoUadoretomed with his 
letter and the information tha^ as far as the United States 
were concerned, Benito Juirez was still President cf Mexica In 
ffict, raised eyebrows were turned in the direction Chapultepec, 
and an inquiry might soon be f ordicoming. 

Maximilian grew anxious. Fch: some time past he had hoped to 
place a diplomatic representative in the neighlxsing 3nq>ubli<^ only 
to be told that Madas Romero^ the minister appointed by Juirez^ 
still held office. Ihe Hap^urg intruder had no chance aS. a hear- 
ing. 

Pditkally the Mexican picture now underwent a riig^ diaage. 
After the dose of the American Civil War restless Yankee demeztts 
b^an to kx^ about for farther advenUire. Countless filffiustm 
drifted toward Paso del Norte;, on the b(»der, to join ffie rffiel 
camp and take up arms against the AusCcian usurper. Aided by 
this unexpected inffiix of material JvAtez was able to kunffi 
a fresh campaign. Like a plague of kcu^ new hordes of gnenriSaf 
sprang up throu^iout the country. At CbthwahueUt M tn ag rey, 
Tonefb and Saltillo the so^erial gatxisoDs saw tifcdQctsdbes sqx- 

fafe»^ficab|y, 
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the Indian patriot’s fcurces cropped up on the highway to Vera 
Cruz within a few miles from Mexico City. 

Carlota found things very exciting. She wrote: 

“Life here seems quite like the Middle Ages. One moment 
we are gay, comfortable and serene, only to rea liz e that at any 
a Wd of guerrilleros may fell upon us. Cannon have 
been installed up here (at Chapultq)ec) and a system of signals 
was worked out to keep us in communication with the dty. 
Even so we are constantly on lie qui-vive. . . . Two nights 
ago I jumped out of bed on hearing artillery fire. It turned 
out to be a boisterous celebration in honor of the Virgin of 
Tacubaya, as if God had picked four o’clock in the morning 
for the Annunciation! But I suppose people here try to 
allow for the difierence of time between Mexico and Jerusalem. 
They cdd>rate aU religious occasiems at night amid explosions 
of firecrackers and a ^ that seems to rip the earth asunder. 
Daytime festivals are less violent.” 

Both Emperor and Empress were of course puzzled by the re- 
newed impetus with which Ju£rez now attacked them. In another 
letter to Eugfrue^ Carlota ventured a riurewd enough analysis: 

“Your Majesty must consider that no one can foresee whence 
guerrilla bands may spring up. Theirs is a kind of spon- 
taneous generation. As 1 understand the matter, a man leaves 
his village with a horsey a weapon and the firm determina- 
ti<Hi to acquire riches by any means except worL He has 
plenty dE audacity and a certain disregard for his own safety. 

If he gets ^ot it wtai’t matter, for life is dull anyway and the 
only thing he cares about is lucrative adventure. Such a fellow 
as this has little trouble recruiting others dt the same kidney. 
(We have here a ^lifting populaticai with just the right 
propensities.) They plunder the first hacienda they oune 
to; this acMevement constitutes their baj^ism into the 
bandit profession. Newspapers make the most of it and lend 
importance to the band by rqxHrting all its esmpades in a 
given region. The rchbers grow bolder and next hold up a 
stage-coach, carrying a few rich pcoffe who can be held 
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for ransoni, and retreating over unknown trails across the 
sierras into some remote district. Here another band, and 
sometimes a third, can be found in hiding. lakely as nc^ 
they all merge, swelling in number from a handhil to several 
thousand.” 

While this description did justice to the more ntnmal phases of 
banditry, the Empress’s report &iled to recognize the special factor 
in the present crisis. Neither she nor Masimilian could know that 
contraband arms and ammunitions were being smuggled across 
the frontier at Brownsville by United States citizens who had a 
knack for business, as well as a burning interest in the wdfare of 
republics. In New Orleans a society known as the “D. M. D.” 
(Defenders of the Monroe Doctrine) had been formed fca: the 
express purpose of supporting Juarez. In open vidadon of pro- 
fessed American neutrality, members c£ this organization 
marshaled men and funds to rebd headquarters. 

New York harbored a similar group called the “Mexican 
Patriots” who were busy floating a loan for the Indian diicftain- 
In an e&ut to obtain subscriptions these stout souls odered Lower 
California as security. Upper California and one-half dE Mexico’s 
(uiginal territory having already passed undo: the ample f<^ds of 
the Stars and Stripes in 1846. In the face of such comp^tkm 
Maximilian, whose dribbedeth was money, saw his own prospects 
dwindling. 

To add to the predicament^ his Majesty’s forces had latdy shown 
agns terror. Bazaine, whose mind dwdlol (m the joys of a 
bdated htmeymoon, blunderol clumsily through every encounter. 
Hus was not entirely the fat marshal’s fault No European could 
h<^ to naa^er the intricacies of guerrilla warfare; even the black 
Chasseurs d’Afirique^ accustomed to desert were balSed 

by the surprise tactics of the enemy. Appearing in small ragged 
dkachments die Juaristas lured their prey into a cunning trsqi, 
only to fall upen the foreigners £rom ambudiai hideouts. At a 
gxat sacrifice of young Belgian vt^untees^ Baza i n e ooo ^a e d and 
eyaciu^ one spot fourteen times before compre hendin g du: 
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northern province^ establishing his headquarters at San Luis 
Poto^ From here he sent a distressing report to Paris. 


Napoleon III was smokiug an incredible number of cigarettes. 
He always did this when he was nervous. The cause for the pres- 
ent seizure had been a visit from Mr. John Bigelow, newly ap- 
pointed American Minister to France, who had come to ddiver a 
message from Secretary Seward at Washington. Ihe message 
consisted of a single question, courteous but categoricaL What, 
Mr. Seward wished to know, was the French tncolore doing in 
Mexico? 

L’Empereur cleared his throat. He regarded his finger-nails, 
beemning qmte absorbed in their high polish. Monsieur Disd^, 
the court photographer, provided a welcome interruption at this 
point by aimouncing a sitting <rf his Majesty with the Prince 
Imperil, beside a bust of Napoleon I and a portrait of the Duke 
of Reidhstadt (Napdeon II). The composition was to be en- 
^(sAQuaOreNapdions. It was grandiose! Mr. Bigelow began to 
cough. 

Ah, to be sure, that splendid Monsieur Seward of the gjorious 
Euos Ums—hs had a question? 

“Wha^” said Mr. Bigelow, “is the French tncolore doing in 
Mexko?” 

But d course. It was a simple matter which his Majesty would 
e3{dain at tmee. There were mcmetary obligations incurred by 
past Mexican administraticHis. Ih an efiort to protect its own 
imerests the French Government had sent a commission— partly 
military in charactcr-H:o investigate this matter of the ddjL A 
purely tempcaary arrangement^ it w<Mdd be concluded in no time. 

“When?” ask^ Mr. Bigelow. 

“As a matter of L’Empereur remembered, “just about 
now.” 

“What of this Archduke Maximilian who has placed himself 
upon the throne Mexico?” the American inquired further. 

C^he was an Austrian. Mr. Seward would do wdl to omfer 
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with the Emperor Franz Joseph’s representative in Wadbington, 
Baron von WydenbrucL And now, if this was all, NapcJeon III 
wished to be excused for he had some letters to write. 

This was perfectly true. The post departed that same day frcxn 
the Tuileries with stringent orders for Marshal Bazaine to evacuate 
Mexico as fast as possible. In a mcare dialled memorandum which 
followed this £rst message the marshal was instructed to use tact 
and discretion. Maximilian was not to learn of Napoleon’s plans 
imdi ihe last minute, when objections could be disregarded cm the 
grounds that they had come too late. 

Bazaine embraced the idea whole-heartedly. He began to call 
in French troops from all distant outposts, leaving Hungari an 
cavalry and Austrian Jager regiments guarding the towns he 
abandoned. Simultaneously he encouraged the recruiting of native 
brigades^, a matter in which heretofore he had opposed h4bxi- 
milian’s wishes, ^ce the imperial forces were to remain pre- 
dominantly French. 

It was this ostensibly generous move which first aroused so^i- 
don in the capital A rumen: sprang up that at its last session ^ 
French C3iamber c& Deputies had voted down all further appro- 
priations for the support of the Legion in Mexico. Bazaine’s sad- 
den eagerness to drill Indian^ whom he despised, lent credence to 
the story. 

‘ Cariota was the first to do scxnething about it She honied to 
her writing-table and scribbled a note to her good sister Eog^oie, 
asking for a denial d the repeats. “We hear whisperings^ Ma- 
dame^ that in France a strong wind has carted blowing 
toward eaxumiies in the military budget I inqdore yon not 
to forget th^ we resemble the ivy. Aldmagh we expect to become 
sturdy trees, for the time bdng we must have a trunk to ding txx” 

Even as t^ letter made its way across the ocean die signs became 
clearer. Straggling ddachments of fiigitives arrirad m Modoo 
CSty with tales of honor. Due to Baunine’s oontradkfory ta^ics 
the imperid troeps were ev e ty wh e re pmnundtered hf Joaihias 
who shmgimxed all {ursuKcs and sihjected mtht captives to 
petrtkid^ tortures. Maxiaa3ian wmced. He grkwid for dbe 
bcat^ew yidfmhs vsho had foOepwed hhn so esidsniaBrica^ over- 
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but even mcMrc pennant was his sorrow ioc Indian martyrs 
to cause. The European^ foolhardy spirits for the mo^ par^ 
had after all set out in search oE a thrill. Well, they were getting 
it. But Indian^ stoical, bewildered, fighting for a cause they did 
not understand . . . 

Of late he had taken a profound liking to diem, thdr anxious 
eye% their philosophic gestures^ their genteel speech. He rather 
envied that indificrence to clocks and calendars which cul- 
minated in a sublime Aztec inertia and formed an everlasting bar- 
rier against the neurodcism of Nordic cultures. 

In time Maximilian had hoped to do something for this vast 
harlrhnnn of his empire. Among his papers were numerous drafts 
proposing refcams which wcaild restore the race of Montezuma to 
its former eminence. By what a gaping margin he had missed his 
goal! Taxes and contributions bled the country dry in order to 
meet the rntmthly interest on the fordgn debt; even the customs 
officials at Vera Gruz were French, lest any source of revenue be 
overloc^ted. 

And now that the legionaries (who had lived oft the fat of the 
land) sought cover, an exhausted native population was expected 
to defend the monarchic principle. It didn’t make sense. Na- 
p(d«»i could not possibly approve the dispositions which his sdf- 
vrilled marshal was enforcing. At the risk of causing Bazaine’s 
downfall, the French Government must be informed of true con- 
ditkms. 

The time for optimistic trumpery was past. Maximilian wrote 
to the Emperor Napoleon in dead earnest: 

am frankly telling your Majesty that this situation has 
become very difficult for me. As a loyal friend I may add that 
troulde lies in stexe for both of us; for you because the glmicHis 
name of France will be e:q>OMd to ridkul^ for me bemuse all 
my plans (which are priinarily yours) can not be carried into 
effie^ Amid such rnilitary and material disorder the noble 
idea of a r^^^ener^ed Mexico must fail; with sudh a drain 
on tire finance^ and tire consequent perennial deficit^ I oan 
not govern. With a pec^le whose ftuth in the has been riiaken, 
since French protection proved so fidJle^ I can achieve no 
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lasting results. What native followers I have are well aware 
that tibe guerrillas hang or shoot without mercy every indi' 
vidual who S 3 rmpathizes with the Empire. It is not to be 
wondered at if people are careful not to declare themselves 
in favor of a government which is quite obviously im:apable of 
defending its own subjects.” 

Carlota joined in these entreaties, disclosing a few facts wludt 
heretofore she had lighdy glossed over: 

“It must be admitted that in this country everything must 
be started all over again from the very beginning, fcff there 
is nothing but nature in either the physii^ or the abstract 
sense. I am reminded of the Mexican railway; dvilizatkm 
seems to have begun at several pmnts, but intermediate stages 
and the most important connections are sdll missing. There 
is a nml for education in the very fundamentals living. 
Fortunately (me finds a general docility among natives, a 
docility which has enabl^ Mexicans to endure the most 
barbarous and criminal t^pression. Because at this we are 
reconciled to our task and shall consecrate ourselves to duty 
in the fall knowledge of what we are dc^g. Personally, I 
have been shocked by nothing but die country roads. All the 
rest struck me as an improvemoit on what we actually ex* 
pected. . . . Adieu, Madame and good aster. Our afiUrs will 
w(u^k out nicely, if only your Majesties continue to grant ns 
your support.” 

Such outright appeals to dieir honor could not but ton^ Na- 
pedetm and Eug 6 ue. But sentiment in Europe had changed. 
Ihe French middle classes were tired of mbscribing to govem- 
ment loans which in the end served only to emidi a handhd of 
greedy bankers. Moreover, die Mdckan campaign was hegoming 
to accrue a list of casualties. Widows and oqhaus of hdfensokheni 
demanded compensation. 

In the Iriw Countries pubHc opinion was aroused by a suspicion 
that Bazaine sacrificed Belgian battalkns in piefaeace to those 
of hisownnatksialky. Mynheer Vkcschouwer, mi mcensed trSi' 
ime, puddished a protest in H€t Heierdmiscbe Band dt Jane 14 , 



198 PHANTOM CROWN 

1S65, which contained the following paragraph: “The French 
Emperor cannot tolerate freedom or independence anywhere. 
His aitw is to strangle liberty even beyond the oceans. He has 
sent an army to crush the Mexican people imposing an emperor 
by force. Me3dco languishes to-day imder the yoke of foreign 
dominatirai and Belgium is mipccted to go to war for the simple 
reason that our Princess is married to the despot who rules that 
land.” 

Such criticism could not fail to reach Napoleon’s ear. It 
rendered his position exceedingly uncomfortable. Unpopular in 
his own country and sneered at abroad, Moustacku foimd it difficult 
to extricate himself from the meshes in which he had become 
entangled. Maximilian believed it a shnple matter for a man to 
keep his word. Hiis was apparent throughout his letters; their 
hidden reproaches cut Napoleon to the quick. In desperation 
Napoleon therefore temporized. He resolved to postpone the 
evacuation until the following spring. Perhaps the thing could be 
done by d^ees, so as to be less noticeable. 

At any rate, L’Empercur spent a night and a day engrossed in a 
reply which would pour balm over Maximilian’s alarms and pre- 
vent an immediate panic. He likewise instructed Bazaiue to 
move slowly, drawing his legions toward the coast where they 
oxild in time be absorbed by Europe-bound steamers. Mean- 
while the recruiting of native troops must continue and, if volun- 
teers were not fmthcoming. General Forey’s courts martial must be 
revived. 

Bazaine understood. He put in an appearance at Chapultepec 
and e^lained dhat the new French policy was directed toward 
Maximilian’s own good. Ihere was no idea of leaving him m the 
lurch. Whatever had made his Majesty think of that? Bu^ if 
a well-meant piece o£ advice might be allowed, Maximilian’s gov- 
emmem lacked the proper severity. The Fmeign Legion might 
remain in Mexico throu^ several decade^ yet no national army 
would form if one did not exert oneself. 

“What is it you mean ?” asked Maximilian. 

“Conscription, your Majesty.” 

“By force?” 
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Bazaine smiled. “Certainly. No nation in the world can de- 
pend upon volunteers in time of war. Private citizens lack the 
necessary enthusiasm to die.” 

“In that case I don’t see what I am to do with subjects who are 
not even of my own race. I can’t compel them to fight for me ” 

“Why not? Your Majesty has the power to ikuc decrees. I 
have here a copy of the manifesto promulgated before your 
Majesty’s arrival on these shores. It bears pnx^ that Fmrey and 
myself did not take Mexico City with silk gloves.” 

Bazaine drew from his pocket a soiled scrdOic^ parchment. The 
Emperor bent over it, scanning the grim text. 

“I see,” he said slowly, “severity means hangings.” 

“For traitor^ deserters and every captive enemy— JuSrez is 
doing no les^ your Majesty. This is only a copy a similar decree 
he passed four years ago.” 

Maximilian bit his lip. “Julrez can ari:»ri such things. He is 
their countryman. But I would never be feargiven.” 

With a shrug of shoulders Bazaine turned to ga Ifis expressiao 
^owed plainly that he did not think much of this Hapsburg 
who repudiated the absc^utism which had made his forchears 
great. What were monarchies coming to if a sovereign rdEused to 
recc^pize his power over life and death? In another ceumry not 
a throne would be lefl^ and natkms wcwld bow befm'e the tyranny 
of the masses. 

The marshal, who was a disciplinarian at hearty Juddered. 

But Maximilian wrote in his diary: "Oat can do everything 
with bayonets, except sit on them.” 



Cbaptek 2 


Althodgh the interview with the French commander did not 
sway Maximilian in the direction of more aggressive policies it 
restored a measure <rf calm in royalist circles. Napoleon HI had 
reiterated his pledge to stand by the Mexican Empire. Did this not 
prove once again what gossip was worth? Maximilian was 
determined to apprehend the scandalmonger who had cast such 
unworthy reflccdons upon the integrity of his good friend, the 
Emperor c£ France. A sort of example ought to be set. The 
culprit in question would be bani^ed to an unpleasant life in some 
remote province. 

¥<x the rest, ihe Court resumed its accustmned routine under 
the new of eccaiomy. Parties and dances having ceased, 
Caiiota spent more time over her diaries, ^e did not know that 
as *‘fo(A-notes to history” her jottings would acquire inestimable 
value. She merely cheyed an impulse to communicate her 
thoughts- She wr<xe with that quick spontaneity which Lfon 
Dandet attribites to the talented feminine pen. ’ 

Ihe question Catholicism troubled her. She was bafiSed to 
find dtat the orthodox faith she had known in Europe had nothing 
in common with the archaic preachmoits dE Labastida and his ilk. 
Until the reform laws dE Juiirez broke the spell, religious matters 
in Mexico had been governed by sixteen^-century formalism. 
Learned ecclesiastks collected tithes, blessed their flocks and pub- 
dissertsuions astral topics such as the question wh^er 
God had large hands and feet^ or, if He sat oa a doud, where did 
I& sit when it tainol? 

As fw the lower clergy, they were steeped in a confused 
mysticism. On excurtions to Urudpam ot the enchanted Tzin- 
tzontzan Carlota encountered village priests who topped thdr vest- 
ments with feathers and other heathenish accessories. Ihe 
spirkoal level therd>y disebsed struck her as untenable. Here 
was a crying need for enlightenment 

200 
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“We are trying,” she wrote her brother, the Duke c£ Brabant^ 
“to make this a Catholic nation, for it never has been converted to 
Christian beliefs as we know them.” 

Her statement did not lack truth- For three centuries Spanish 
Jesuits, Franciscans and Dominicans had {^reached the Goq>eI to a 
heathen people gifted with an extravagant imagination. All that 
the friars taught delighted the native children; they embraced each 
symbol, every fetish of the Roman Church, and merely added these 
to prehistoric cults of their own. Behind each quaint madonna, 
each saintly apostle, lurked the spook of an Aztec god tx demon — 
as the case might be. Tothisday the Virgin of Guadalupe;, brown 
patroness of the Indians, enjoys a higher rating in the hearts of 
pious devotees than the bearded and venerable Jehovah himsdf. 
“It is,” the pensive pedn will readily admits “because she under- 
stands us.” 

Carlota had not been transplanted long enough to know diat 
precisely therein lay the strength of Rome. Due to the cemstant 
menace of volcanoes, earthquakes, hurricanes and other elemental 
violence there is a natural religioaty among tropic peoples which 
was quickly recc^nised by early evangelists.. In Mexico the 
of Nazareth was so well told by those jSrst heroic monks that 
priests became thereafter almost unessential. 

Mexican churches are never empty; people linger in them re- 
gardless of the fact that no service happens to be going on. Ihey 
love the saints. These darlings of their imagination take part in 
town and village life; in sunny wmther they are wheeled om<kors 
to enjoy the warming rays. IheVirginoftheCoaqtKS^Z-aCcMt- 
has charge of ram. When begged to do so^ dm mpplies 
it copiously, sometimes so copicmsly that it ruins creps; whoeiqxm 
die is mardhed about the countryside and soundly scolded: "Min 
lo quetH Mfo ka hechoi [Loc^ what your son has done!]” Fakh 
a the very substance of indigenous thoegh^ . . . 

“Wide swing cathedral doors. 

Cristo Rey, beyond the chaned r^ 

Loedts out upon die plaza where his flock 
Raisc.up a enthasifestk cry^ 
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And incense pours 

From out the church. With lurid, fiery trail 
The rockets soar and burst; firecradcers shock 
The adobe houses clustering nearby. 

The crowd adores. 

“Yes, Mexico, 

YcHir people, old and infinitely wise, 

Have learned what Nordic minds were never taught. 
Worship is joyous; dull morahty 
May ccune and go, 

But pagan beauty under pagan skies 

Has naught to do with stodgy ethic thought— 

It lives throughout this earth’s eternity 
For man to know. 

“And, Roman creed, 

'Ihcre’s tribute even in the errant soul 

That knows not your protection. You have wrought 

A wondrous thing among your votaries. 

In giving heed 

To those whe^ vibrant Aztec gods you stole 
And iiising them with deities you brought 
From oversea, you managed to appease 
A warlike breed” 

No^ Carlota could not bring herself to accept this blend ortho- 
doxy and heathenism. The candor with which Mexican ladies 
translatol the rigors of Lent into a cemvenient period for ccon- 
plexitm bleaching nettled her. While expiating their sins by 
for^;oing the customary pleasures of the table, devout penitents 
sacked a daily ^g through ^ car^illy made opening at one end of 
the shdL A^ forty days this there were many delicate shells 
whidh ooold be tinted, stufied with confetti, and used as cascarones 
(toy bocohs) at die first dance aher Ea^er. Such ribald antics 
would have been inconceivaMe at Laeken. Carlota amid not 
refrain from denouncing a delinquent clergy for permitting them 
anywhere dse. 

Her aitkhm was 31-advised, for Maxtnwlian had already dis- 
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covered that his position suffered from lack of ecclesiastic appro- 
baticm. He regretted the break with the Holy See and was casting 
about for an opportunity to reopen negotiations with the Vatican. 
Profoundly tdlerant at hcar^ he did not make the Church re- 
sponsible for the follies of those who served it Besides, he well 
imderstood even Napoleon’s aversion to equal freedom for all 
creeds — ^Protestantism opened one of the channels throu^ which 
the Anglo-Saxon invasion gained peaceful access. But Maximilian 
had a prophetic suspicion that in a not distant future the tides ci 
commerce would sweep aside such petty barriers, causing Latins 
and Nordics to fuse their mutual interest^ despite all efrorts at 
racial isolation. 

Though he did not intend, in the main, to alter his stand <m the 
religious question, he felt that a revision of the entire matter 
would be of some value. Perhaps if his ideas were couched in 
more amiable terms the Pepe would allow himself to be pkeatoL 
A new concordat with Rome would certainly create a better fal- 
ing throughout Mexico; it might even help in establishing the 
native army <m which Bazaine put such emphasis. 

Of late ^ere had appeared in capital circles a certain Father 
Augustus Fischer whom Senora de Slnchez-Navarrofrvored in the 
ccmfessional. Subsequ^t investigation disclosed that fhis pious 
gentleman of Teutonic origin had been a Texas farmer who^ 
endowed with gifts not appreciated by the Lutheran Churdb, had 
turned Jesuit. F<Hr years he had served as chaplain to the Bishop 
Durango. He spdee English and ^>anMi fliKutiy aad had 
almost forge^en his German when Maximilian’s arrival in Mexioo 
caused him to brush up oa that tongue. With impexnd favors to 
cozen, the good padre bade his episcopal master good-by, packed 
his knapsack, and repaired to the capitaL 

He was prqtossessing in appearance. Persoanve of ^>eeich (he 
had won mmy a damsel’s seoilar derockm), Fadier Fisdher had 
no trotd>le in becosniog society’s bosom frimd. But be 
more. Madame Navarro talked to her hodiand who in turn inteo*^ 
duced die holy brother at Ckiurt. 

Maximilian was agreeably satirised. Due to efrEosoed econ* 
cKnkstheEi^perorhaddbdbuged ianumerahk memi^ of Ms 
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suite and was now surrounded almost entirely by Mexicans. To 
discover in Fischer a man who not only ^)oke Maximilian’s tongue, 
but knew Mexican condidems inside-ou^ seemed too good to be 
true. Carlota also rejoiced, although she perceived in the Jesuit 
that same mixture of civilized and barbarian traits which so dis' 
mayed her. 

The moment being prqpitiou^ Father Fischer was at once crai- 
sulted on the subject o£ a new concordat. Would the Church, 
Maximilian inquired, be willing to reconsider the entire ecclesi- 
astical problem ? The Jesuit brooded over the matter and replied 
in the afErmadve. He made a number of suggesdons and finished 
by offering to go to Europe himself for an audience with the 
Pope. Decidedly, he avowed, a settlement with die clergy would 
win for the Empire all the sympathies it lacked in the remoter 
districts where loyalty and supersddon went hand in hand. 

'Xhe Emperm was delighted. The chancelledes set to work at 
once;, drawing up the terms of an agreement whereby certain res- 
dtatkms of property were to be mad^ and offering an unbiased 
ccmsidcradcHi c£ further wishes expressed by the Curia. But cm 
one pdnt Maximilian remained adamanL There was to be no 
barrier to creeds, regardless o£ their nature. He would be sponsor 
to pantheist and atheist alike. Father Fischer frowned. It did not 
loc^ well feur the secemd omccH’dat. But he yearned for travel and 
the sailing date had been set. Toward the middle (f September 
of z86^ the temsured nunister-without-portfdio breezed across the 
Adantk. 

Before his departure, Fischer unwittingly shot a poisoned arrow 
mto the dcxnestic idyl of Chapultepec. The scurrilous reports 
ccmceming the Emperor’s sexual impcxence had, in certain circle^ 
undergone a change. Slander was now directed against the 
Em{»ess. Her aj^iarent stoility was discussed with nonchalance 
by monarchies and reactimiaries alike. How could a hereditary 
dynaey hope to establish itself if its most symbolic support^ ffie 
hdr to the throng was lacking? Maximilian must realize that a 
ruler’s easiest hold upon popular favor lay in the royal nursery. 
Ute parc^etarian masses never fail to grow maudHn at si^t of a 
chosen infanL Even the xaHd revdotuxuay ^^lard who janux^ 
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himself into the carriage of Louis XVI and Marie Antoinette aRer 
the unsuccessful fli^t to Varennes marveled at the little Dauphin 
passing water into an appropriate receptacle, emblazoned with the 
lilies of France and supported at a helpful angle by the child’s 
father. This gentle ministration so impressed the hardened 
Jacobin (who, presumably, beUeved royalty immune to a ample 
human urge) that he relaxed his brutal grip upon the travelers and 
eased their return journey to Paris as much as possible. The com- 
petent manipulation of his small son’s chamber pot almost, though 
not quite, saved the King’ s life. Too many members dE the Ccaxt' 
mune were absent during that touching scene. 

Father Fischer, in riurewdly analyzing Maximilian’s rituatioa 
from this angles meant welL He suggested that in the tenth year 
of a childless marriage it was time to take measures of one sort 
or another. Since the escapades of his own dissipated youth ccm- 
trasted badly with his present frocked state, the prudent Augustus 
advised a conventional solution rather than one of more libertine 
implications. As a matter of fact, he had something quite definite 
m mind. 

At the old Palado Iturbide in Mexico City lived the smiy rem- 
nant of Mexico’s Second Empire. The Empero: Don Agusdn dc 
Iturbide had left three sons— Agustin, Angel, and Cosme— and 
a daughter, Josefa, who lived in comparative penury in their 
fadber’s abandoned mansion on the Avenida San Francisco oppo- 
site the House of Tiles {La Casa de los Azidejos). Josefa was 
a spinster devoted to fine end>roideries for the altar of the near-by 
Franciscan church. Spanish tradition had laid out the patmm for 
a vestal life^ although there were those who rri)elled against it . . . 

“Old 'maids dress the saints! 

So thcproverb goes. 

And wery one knows 
Hiat Jos(^hine 

Smold be cdffing Saint Ouherin^ 

BtU there dte vmlks 
Flaunting ripe charxo^ 

Cmrsing algmw 
To pious 
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Since who can say 
But that some fine day 
The saints go in tatters 
For all that it matters 
To Josephine, 

And those of her ilk 
Who believe that silk 
Should console live virgins 
For min or burdens.” 

Agusdh seemed likewise to be destined for celibacy. But Angel 
and Cosme were married, the former to an American known as 
Dona Alice, and the latter to the Creole Dona Sabina. Sabina’s 
child, Salvador, was a lad of schoed age. Alice also had a son, two 
years old, named after his imperial grandfather. 

Ever since hilaximilian’s accession the Iturbide clan, though 
not to the purple bom, used the dynastic “we.” In the 
opinion its members, the various classes into which Mexican 
society was divided really bc^tn where the Ifepsburgs and the 
Iturbides left ofi. To be sure, at Chapultepec this little idiosyncrasy 
was not known, since the descendants of the %lf-styled Emperor 
Agusdh had not as yet appeared at Court. The state of their 
finances— and wardrobes— rendered this effort prohibitive. But 
so trifling a detail as their postponed presentatitm did not daunt 
die erstwhile royal family. In thrir dusty sitting-rooms they dis* 
coursed upon poor Carlota’s difficulties with those ambitious fe- 
males who made up her entourage, “vulgar social climbers, all 
of than.” As for Fernando (the use of Maximilian’s first name 
asfffiarized a non-existing intimacy), he would do very well in 
rim^ provided . . . Ah, and here was the nffi! The Iturbides 
were in their third generation, whereas Maximilian had no issue. 
Daily the En^ress drove past under the balconies of the Ituxbide 
house on her way to the cathedral, yet the binoculars of Josefa 
and her brothers detected no change in her figure. 

And then, one morning, while delivering a richly orphreyed 
chasuble to the sacristan of Churubusco Cemvent for the abb^s 
use during Holy Week, Josefa had heard ihoot Faffier Fischer. 
The leer’s recent promotkm to the rank of Court Confessor 
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had made a stir in ecclesiastical circles. It now made a stir in the 
Iturbide household. On certain days the new padre o£Bciated at 
the cathedral. The Iturbide ladies reviewed &eir gns anri de- 
termini to win his special brand of absolution at the earliest 
portunity. Josefa, whose repertoire was thin, went firsL With a 
fringed shawl wrapped about her ^are frame die lingerer! near 
the Altar del Perddn, hoping to catch a glimpse erf the friar who 
would hear her venial iniquities. Luck was with her, for Father 
Augustus prayed iu the wing known as El Sagrario Metropolitano 
before entering the confessional. She caught a dear view (rf his 
profile as he passed. He wore a stole with the imperial cq>her 
embroidered at one end. Josefa’s eyes fristened upon it. She felt 
that the letters enhanced the padre’s not incondderable charm. 

“Misereatur tui omnipotens Deus, et Mtrusds peccads tuis per- 
ducat te ad vitam aetemam. Amen." 

His Latin was beautifuL It inspired Josefa to an exhaustive 
inspection of the darker comers of her soul. She confessed and 
invited the padre to tea. 

At the Iturbide mansion, a few days later, the desired meeting 
to<^ place. The tea was weak, but the conversatiwi that went 
with it lacked no vigor. Father Fischer was allowed to study the 
two small boys, Salvador and Agusdn, the grandsems <rf an em- 
perta:. ... He went away with an idea. 

At Chapultepec Maximilian listened to a strange proposaL 
Realizing the importance of such a step for the friture of the Em- 
pire, the Iturbide family ofiered one erf its members for adepdon 
as a crown prince. Maximilian was free to choose between the 
children, whose relatives asked nothing in return. Nothm^ that 
i^ beyraid a pension suited to their rights station. 

Ihe Emperor was taken aback, ytt on further refiectkai the 
sel^me did not disj^ease him. In his {resent precaiioos po^bn 
the advent erf a royal baby would have been a true Ues^g;, since 
even the savage Juari^as might have been moved to sympathy 
fr^adiildorfthercalm. Failing such a tc^en, vdry not then make 
use of diis substitute? Who but die odqoing a .foruKr ruler 
would qualify forihe place of an adopted faek' apparent? Beside% 
MaxuiuUaa was fond of chiMken and fdt keenly the lack of family 
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tics. In letters from Vienna his mother, the Archduchess Sr^hie, 
described rollicking times spent with Franz Joseph’s children Ru- 
dolf and Gisda, and their fat cousins Otto and Franz Ferdinand. 
The latter belonged to the Archduke Karl, Maxi’s younger brother. 
Another generation was growing up at the Hofburg while Cha- 
pultepec concealed its secret sorrow. 

With a degree of misgiving he spoke to Carlota. She paled, a 
deq> wound gnawing within her. She had always hoped. But 
the very word — ^adoption — gave shape to her humiliation. It 
stamped it as irrevocable. It brought an admission that now hope 
must cease, that the world deemed her unfit for motherhood. 

She grieved bitterly and fought for two nights and two days 
with her spirit. Then herself went to the Iturbide house and 
looked at the boys. She picked the younger, because he was so 
white and fair. And to her husband she said: “Take this one;, 
he is so little But i£ you want one of your own send me away. 
I will love you from afar.” 

He took her hand and held it. “I will have none^ Carla, if not 
freanyou.” 

And so the Iturbide plan was realized. By special decree the 
!&nperor ctmferred upon the two children the hereditary title of 
prince^ but only Agustin was formally adopted. In return for an 
annuity of one hundred and fifty thousand pesos (to be paid by 
Maximilian in regular instalment^ &om funds which he hoped 
one day to raise through the civil lists) the rdatives of the little 
crown prince agreed to travel in Europe for a few years. This 
WGold make it easier fer the duld to assimilate his new environ- 
menL Maamilian was justified in specifying such an arrange- 
ment, since the boy must hereafter be reared as a Hapsburg and 
not as an Iturbide. Furthermore, no insidious f<mn of nepotism 
needed to be feared if the heir to the throne forgot his earlier 
connections and learned of them only after a strong attachment to 
his foster parents had been established. 

The terms were acapted enthuaastically by the entire Iturbide 
dan, with the exception the litde boy’s mother, who did not 
want to be separate from her child. At this the Emperor and 
i&npress zdinquished the plan, since the ado^ion lost all ngnifi- 
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cance if Agusdh did not belong to them wholly. Josefa and her 
brothers saw themselves doomed to a drab existence in place of 
the French spa they had already picked for their hdiday. 

In a body they descended upon Alice de Ituibide and reasemed 
with her. What kind of mother was she, after all, if ^e stood 
deliberately in the way of her son’s success? Could she not have 
other children and give this one to her country? Angel, her 
husband, seemed to think so. As for making a decent living, An- 
gel wasn’t so good at that; whereas they might all bask in the 
Emperor’s generosity, with never another worry until their dying 
days. 

Alice reconsidered. Maximilian and Carlrta were likewise to 
make a concession if she relented. Once a year she must be allowed 
to visit Agustin, even if her identity must remain hidden. The 
condition was accepted. As a further consolation Maximilian <£- 
fered to engage the child’s aunt, Josefa, as royal governess with 
the temporary tide of princess (to be rdinquiAed at her death). 
This was too much for the lady in question. Dona Josefa moved 
to Chapultepec in a flurry ostrich feathers and impromptu 
majesty. She slipped into her rdle of an Imperial Highness with 
never a qualm wasted <hi the pleasure resorts France. 

The Iturbide family sailed for Eurc^ on October 2, 186^ 



Chapter 3 

Secsetasy Seward wnEie another note to the American Minister 
in Paris: 


“Our Government is astonished and distressed at the an* 
nounccment, now made for the first time, that the promised 
withdrawal of French troops from Mexico, which ought to 
have taken place in November (this month), has been put ofi 
by the Emperor. You will inform the Emperor’s Government 
that the President desires and sincerely hopes that the evacu- 
ation of Mexico will be accomplished in cemformity with the 
existing arrangemotit. . . . Instructions will be sent to the 
military forces ot the United States, which are placed in a 
spot observation, and are waiting the special orders of the 
President; this will be done with the confidence that the tde- 
gtaph M- Ae courier will bring us intelligence of a satisfectory 
lesolutiatt on the part of the Emperor in reply to this note. 
You will assure the French Govenunent that the United States, 
in wishing to free Mexico, have nothing so much at heart as 
preserving peace and friendship with France.” 

ConstematiQa reigned at the Tuileries when this di^atch was 
made known. Napoleon recognized that the portion of die two 
nations had becmiie inverted; the United States now gave orders. 
Frenchmen everywhere resented Yankee interference, regardless 
of their private views on the Mexican venture. Paris newspapers 
carried flaming editcaials: “The United States tracked French 
pdky step by stqp; never before has the French Government been 
subjected to such dktatorhip. Duriiig America’s dvil strife France 
^xhe boldly to Aimbassador Dayton — ^Do you want peace or 
war?’— Today our foothdd in Mexico is challenged by Wash- 
ington and the Empercff Maximilian wfll fall because our Gov- 
enunent allows its conduct to be dictated by American arrogance.” 
Much oratoary was devoted to the matttf totin the end Napolem 
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was obliged to declare his hand. He did so in a veiled manner, 
indicating that France did not possess a sufficient number c& trans- 
ports to permit complete evacuation at a given date. Bazaine;, 
however, would receive new instructions in regard to the cm- 
barcadon of troops. Mr. Seward growled irritably and once more 
allowed the matter to rest. 

In Mexico unpleasant rumors revived. The legions were seen 
concentrating along the coast, while to the north fresh gartiscKis 
fell daily before the onslaught dE Juaristas. Only one explanadcHt 
seemed possible. The diplomatic pouch carried long polemics 
from Carlota to her “friend and sister” Eugdnie, pc^emics in which 
a note of worry mingled with a new emotion, bitterness. 

“It is all very well for the English Parliament to declare that 
Mexico ought to get along without help from anybody. In 
spite of this advice we are here confronted with realities. This 
country can not beccxne civilized unless one is absolute master 
of it. To gain control one must have big battalions; there is 
no arguing against them. Any authority which can not be 
enforced ^ a doubtful value, like funds which fluctuate. 
Ourshavebeen decHning steadily which explains our desperate 
need cf troops. The Austrians and the Bdgian% you must 
know, are nice in time peao;, but when storms Ineak there 
is really nothing like the red-trousers. If your Majesty wfll 
allow me to say just what is in my min 4 1 bdieve it impos^jk 
to weather these present cris^ unless our army is strengthened. 
The troops are ^ too scattered and instead of recaUing any 
there ou^t to he an increase. IbcgyoutocDander,moccQTCr, 
that your interests can not profit if ours suffer. . . . 

P.S. We arc wrong in thinking that diis country is eager for 
r^eneration. Everybody makes a great nexx about the ide^ 
bodbt in books and spee^e^ but in reality they kwe chaos 
amply because it is old and ugly. Hicy xevd in it becaioe it 
h so old that it has beoioie nadond.’* 

She was beginning to lose that anfaiBflg optimism uddeh had 
formerly characterized her. Tenskxi and inccssajmwtxry drained 
her vka^&f. “l am groiring eld,* she said cooe, after atagm 
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of barreoness was fixed upon her through the litde Ituihide’s adop- 
tion. “It’s not the years, but sranething inside me. I am worn 
with anxiety.” 

Her portraits captured this change of mood. The pictures of 
her youth showed a gay challenging Charlene who longed to 
exchange diill virtue for a thrill. In Venice and Milan the Vice- 
Regent Carlotta glowed in bridal aistasy. The painter Portads 
used his richest colors to unmortafize the radiance that was about 
her. Again, at Eugene’s behest^ Winterhalter’s brush show«l 
Carlrto in Mexican coronation robes, a vision of ethereal loveli- 
ness not unlike that artist’s exceptions of the Empress Elisabeth, 
Eug&iie hersdf, and even Queen Victoria in a remote and un- 
likely past 

On this subject of royal portraiture contradictory opinions pre- 
vail. In oil or gouache the Empress Eug^e seems to have txen 
extraordinarily handsome. Then there are photographs which 
show her to have looked rather like a fishwife. This is true so 
many reputed belles of the past that po^erity is forced to conclude 
that photographers were not very clever— and painters much too 
clever. 

At any ratc^ to Winterhalter all noble ladies looked equally 
ravishing. He refused to see their bad points. It was left for tihe 
uncomproxnisiDg candor of the camera lens to reveal that Elisa- 
beth’s eyes were narrow, Eug6nie’s nose was of an uncomdy longi- 
tude and Disradi’s “Faerie Queene” had squirrd teeth. 

During the early Mexico days an unknovm Spanish artist por- 
trayed Carlota at her best^ proud, confident^ serene in a turqudse 
blue crinoline with the Cross of Malta x her left shoulder and 
a diatkm <£ blossoms above her high brow. But her next picture 
a da^ienreotype made by Le Graive when she was at the age df 
twenty-si^ disdosed diat inner change which the Empress herself 
coofe^ed. A face with a disdainful frown, eyes that burned darkly 
behind drooping lide a suUen mxth— tl^ was the Carlota who 
had grown aware. 

She su£b:ed recurring attacks of moraine at this time and did 
not sleq> wdL Ifer shapdy shoulders lost scane of dheir delectaHe 
jdumpness so admired in that day of the “feather-bed wrxnan.” 



Pboto hj Brefame, Mexico^ ft<m z. wax portrait 

Bnpcror Iturbidc. 
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With horror she discovered in her mirrcMr an unmistakable expanse 
of collar-bone marring the smoothness of her fine throat. Iliere- 
after she would wear no more d&olletage. 

Maximilian saw the slow wilting erf her beauty. He grew ap- 
prehensive and proposed moving to Cuernavaca, away from the 
extreme altitude of Mexico City. In the tropical gardens <rf their 
country estate the pother of politics could be fc^gotten. 

The plan was carried out promptly. Princess Jose& and little 
Iturbide accompanied the Empress while Maximilian remained 
behind to wind up his most pressing afiairs. Another and more 
trenchant appeal must be sent to Europe. The Emperor addressed 
himself to Major Loysd, discarding all pretense: 

“It must be divulged without reservations diat our military 
position is now at its worst. I entreat you to inform the French 
General Stafi of this fac^ stresang the seriousness of our 
plight.” 

Carlota strolled listlessly under mango and pomegranate trees 
that circled the Borda pools, when a message came from Brussds^, 
reporting her father’s last illness. For years King Leopdd had 
been a martyr to his gall bladder. On November 12, 18^ already 
failing in health, he had confided to his son-in-law a final bit of 
counsel; “Success is the only thing that counts in America. Every- 
thing else is poetic twaddle and a waste of money. God Idas 

you, my boy, for I am unable to write more ** 

Maximilian lost no time in sending his Belgian secretary to 
Laeken to be at the old King^s side. Eloin had always orjoyed 
Leopold’s confidence. Besides, it was necessary to guard Caifata’s 
interests in the event of tmgic developments, io€_ her faothers had 
latdy tum^ against the Mexican entanglement. Seoretary Skin 
arrived in time to win f his Empress a small patrimony but no 
battalions. On December tenth B^um mourned its firft Coburg 
ruler and LApold II ascended the tfaone, hh canny eye fixed 
<Hi Afirka. The Mexican recruitingr offices in Brussels were pad- 
locked. 

Quhe ^lartirom his wife’s sorrow Maxjnufi an wm to sw s faiB' 
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a doable blow from this loss. Coming out of a land that was 
puny and eager for reception, the Belgian volunteers had been 
the Empire’s most daring supporters. Whenever Bazaine’s legions 
vravered and took to dieir heels the brawny Flemings and Wal- 
loons plunged headlong into the thick of batde. Their gallantry 
was matched only by the Hungarian Honv&l Hussars who made 
up Maximilian’s bodyguard. Furthermore, in the person of his 
fethcr-in-law, the Emperor of Mexico had had a loyal champion 
who was respected and feared for his political cu nnin g. LA3pold II 
had inhaited this cunning but he did not intend to employ it in 
behalf of his sister’s blundering husband. 

The Mexican situation now ceased to be critical; it became des- 
perate. For the first time Maximilian began to consider Marshal 
Bazainc’s plan to levy native troops by force. A tentative trans- 
cript of Forcy’s courts martial had already been drafted at Bazaine’s 
headquarters in expectation of a change in the imperial view- 
poinL Having learned from unoflScial sources that Ju£rez fre- 
quently crossed the United States line for the purpose of negotiat- 
ing with sttxet a^nts, the French commander now indulged in 
a piece of strat^. He prefaced the decree with a manifesto to 
the nation: 

*Mcxicans! 

“The cause which Don Benito JuSrez uphdd with such con- 
stancy and valcM: has succumbed bcdi to &e national will and 
to those very laws invoked by the rebel chieftain in support of 
his tides. Today even the banner under which that cause 
d^enerated has been abandoned by its leader who has left 
the fatherland. 

“The National Govenunent has long tiiown indulgence and 
clemency to those recreants who ignored true facts as well as 
their chance to jdn the majority ^ the Nation in a return to 
duty. Even so the Government has achieved its purpose; 
honest men have rallied to our Bag and accq^d the juA and 
liberal principles of our pdicy. Disorder is maintained by 
cmly a few brigands misl^ by unpatriotic pastions and sup- 
ported by a dimoralxzed ral^l^ as wdl as diat unbridled 
soldiory constituting tibe sad dr^ in alt civii strife. 
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“From now on the struggle will continue merdiy between 
the honest men of the Nation and those hordes of criminab 
and bandits. Indulgence must cease, lest it encourage the 
desperadoes who burn villages, rob and mtirder peace-loving 
citizens, persecute the aged, and violate defenseless women. 

“The Government^ strong in its power, will henceforth show 
itself inflexible in punishment, for such are the demands made 
by the precepts of civilization, the rights of humanity, and 
every moral canon. 

“Mexicoi, October 2 , 18 ^.” 

The above pronouncement was carefully worded. It dismissed 
the entire revolutionary party as non-existent and implied that 
the Empire had but one enemy— lawlessness. By spreading the 
fallacious report that Juirez had fled across the border, never to 
return. Marshal Bazaine meant to hoodwink public opinion. He 
was also bent upon mitigating the shock which was sure to be 
caused by the sequel to his excellent manifesto. This sequd, sub- 
mitted to the Emperor for approval, conformed to Forey’s pattern 
and was couched in that martinet’s terms. Bazaine would see that 
it was published in the c^cial newspaper, Diario del Imperio, on 
Octoba third. The text ran as follows: 

“We, MAXIMILIAN, Emperoa: dE Mexicoi, by the advkx of 
our Ministerial Coundl and <mr Council of &at^ do decree 
that: 

“Article 1. AH persons who are members of armed bands or 
societies not authodzed law, whether or not 
of a political nature, and r^ardless of size, or- 
ganmation, character or denomination of the 
groups in questum, diall be tried by a military 
court and, ^ found guilty of merdy such mem- 
bership, shall be condemnoi to optal punhh- 
ment and ex«nitod wkhk twenty-four hours 
passing of senteiKX.** 

In aS, diete were fifteen pazagr^^ of eqoally strlogeitt char- 
acter nwikitig up the dangetous edi^ Madtoifiaa rgected st at 
si^^ Bat bdbiad Baza^ stood &e meodiers of hapadal 
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Cabiaet, demanding a decisive move on the part of the sovereign. 
Maximilian reconsidered. He smdied the clause v/hich specified 
the raising of a native defense: 

“Article 9. All male citizens between the ages of eighteen and 
fifty-five, free from physical disability, are ex- 
pected to come to the defense of any town threat- 
ened by hostile bands; any one refosing to obey 
when called to arms shall be punished by a fine 
of from five to two himdred pesos, or fifteen days 
to four months of imprisonment. If the authori- 
ties deem it necessary to punish an entire com- 
munity for nrx having d^ended itself, a fine 
ranging from two hundred to two thousand pesos 
may be imposed, to be paid jointly by all who 
being aware this decree disregarded it.” 

Then there was a paragraph concerning a popular form of crime : 

“Article 12. Kidnappers will be judged and sentenced in ac- 
cordance with Article i (court martial), regard- 
less of the manner and circumstance governing 
each case of kidnapping.” 

But as a conciliatory measure Article 14 promised “full am- 
nesty to all who have belonged or still belong to armed guerrilla 
bands but prefer surrender to the imperial cause.” 

fibre was something more in keeping with Maximilian’s rather 
skitdidi tactics. One (night to stress that point about amnesty. In 
fact, <aie must subscribe to it With some deg^ree of relief he 
ntxided his approval and next turned to inspect the list (^ signa- 
tories who advocated publication <£ the courts martial. It was 
composed of the Empire’s leading figures: 

Jos^ Vicente Ramirez, Minister of Ftnrdgn Affairs (Negocios 
Exfranjeros) 

Juan dc Dios Peza, Minister di War (Guerra) 

Lms Robles Fezuela, Minister of Improvement (Fomento) 
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Pedro Escudero, Miaistcr Justice (Justicia) 

]os6 Marla Esteva, Minister oi the Interior {GobemaciSn) 

Manuel Siliceo, Minister of Education (InstrucdSn Pihiica y 
Cultos) 

Francisco de Paul C&ar, Secretary trf the Treasury (Hacienda) 

Allowing himself to be coerced by this impressive alignment of 
names, the Emperor put his seal to the fatal edict. Proclamation 
followed, and in its wake there came a series of persecutions unlike 
anything hitherto witnessed. Almost at once the discovery was 
made that Don Benito^ far from retreating into voluntary exile, 
was very much at hand. With renewed ferocity the conflict was 
resumed. 

Meanwhile the “Black Decree” roused the country to indigna- 
tion. When two popular republican heroes, Generals Arteaga and 
Salazar, were executed by over-zealous imperialist sddiers, even 
lukewarm citizens turned in droves to the Juarista camp. In the 
end, although Bazaine and the entire ministry had promulgated 
the edict and demanded its enforcement, Maximilian alcme bwe 
the foil brunt of public wrath. 

In vain did the Emperca: now pc^t tmt what every one knew, 
namely that JuSrez himself resorted to measures of far greater 
cruelty. The Indian patriot was a son of the land, for whom 
Mexicans could die without shame. Maximilian found that de- 
spite his own wide-brimmed sombrero, his charro oMtum^ and 
his ircmic jibes at “senile Europe” he remained a fore^^Kr stilL 

Bazaine’s janizaries tried to help. Bullying the rural pofHilatiooi, 
they drummed together a regiment of native Cazadores which 
mi^t correspond to the Austrian /%er. But Maximilian took no 
comfort in recruiting among men who r^^arded him as a tyrant. 
He was confounded by the paradox of his own positiQii and 
yearned for recite. 

Cuernavaca. Heasaunce. A haven of peace and ttanqpnlitty 
wht^ scenes of dome^ joy awaited him! Cuexnavaca became 
his escape. Here the chfld Agosfoi sailed i^k boats between the 
water-lilies while Carlota, restored by snndiine and rest^ stu ontfae 
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the flagged pathway. Occasionally the boy stopped to regard her. 
He was a mischievous and hale youngster whose brief English vo- 
cabulary mingled in droll fashion with the Spanish of his present 
life. “Mucko fishl” he cried pointing out marine specimens that 
floated about among his sailboats. Again, with an ecstatic shout 
of “Mami Carlota” he tumbled into her lap, pressing dirty fists 
into the silken folds of a regal dress. She held him dose to her 
heart, this son who was not hers, and as her face pressed against 
his damp ydlow curls she forgot the nightmare that was gathering 
about them. 

It was Maximili an who broke to her gendy the news of her 
father’s death. She took it quiedy, donning heavy mourning in 
respect for the man who had filled her motherless childhood with 
its only sustaining affection. But because of the boy playing in 
her garden she returned to bright colors as soon as the prescribed 
period de rigueur was past. The ladies cS. her suite were shocked 
at this manifestaticHQ of a callous nature. 

"Es fria" they whispered among themselves, “she is cold.” 

For the rest, she had grown skeptical in regard to the political 
oudook. She no longer believed in the utopia described in her 
earlier letters. 

“It is our mission,” she now declared, “with mild and cautious 
methods to lure to Mexico an influx of immigrants who can absorb 
the old population, for the existing elements are hopeless and noth- 
ing whatever can be done with them. I would say quite openly, 
if I were not afraid some one might repeat it her^ that I rdy upon 
colonization. Europe alone can properly people this Empire.” 

On learning c£ the unrest that fdlowol the notorious decree o£ 
October third, her cynicism grew. Reports came from Mexico 
City that Labastida and the sulking ecdetiastical party were stir- 
ring again, happy to find a new ground upon which to attadc the 
Emperor. By daily post Maximilian attempted to refute accusa- 
tions which stamped him as a bloodtiiirsty monster. He was 
forced to issue pardons by the scon^ therd>y admitting the inde- 
fensible severity of the courts martial and laying himself open to 
ridicule. 

Carlota’s self-ccmtrd reached its limit Sie wrote to the Em- 
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press Eugenie in terms more caustic than any ^e had ever used: 

“Unquesdonably this country has a character all its own. 
Hie talkative Gutierrez was quite right about that toc^ except 
that he approved, and we don’t We fail to see anything o£ 
real worth and are determined to bring about a change. The 
broad masses here are outrageously dull and ignorant^ a state 
which the licenciado class [intelligentsia] wdl certahily do 
nothing to correct This explains how the dergy could get its 
stranglehold over the common people; no one has bothered to 
educate the poor, they are left in their stupor, and because they 
are left in it the Church has gained ccHitrol. . . . ! am 
prompted to remark, at this poin^ that your Maje^ has study 
read Marie Antoinette’s charming letters edited by that Mtut- 
sieur d’Hunolstcin? The implication is of course that every- 
thing will some day come to light, whether one becomes iar 
mous or not. You never can tell what will happen, and when 
uncharitable judgments (such as these) find expression it 
is not at all desirable— your Majesty must know what 
I am driving at. In order to make quite certain that the 
Mexicans will not discover what I am saying about than, at 
least not until a new nation is formed which will agree v^ 
me^ 1 urge upon your Majesty to destroy all my letters. Hiey 
are^ after all, just conversations; once the ideas are vmced, my 
purpose has been accomplished. In complying with my rc- 
quest your Majesty will do me a service which 1 shall sppfie- 
date dcq>ly.” 

Needless to say, Eugenie did not perform this service. Few 
petpledo. Their treachery is a bocm to biographers. 

But the tentu of Carlota’s writings no longer amused the French 
soivereign. In fact, with the arrival of each mail packet from oiver- 
seas the tesaaca at the Tuileries grew. Always a rdactant cooe- 
spondent, Eug^ put away her iok-wdl 
The Empresses exchas^ed no more lotexa. 



Cecapter 4 


Since Maxiinilian’s hegira to the New World the European scene 
had altered considerably. This fact must be recalled in order to 
understand the wary spirit which now animated Paris, and more 
specifically the household of Napoleon III. 

As early as 1863, while the Meidcan negotiations were in prog- 
ress at Miramar, France and Austria had nursed a common pre- 
occupation. It concerned the gigantic shadow of Bismarck which 
loomed with daily inaeasing menace just across the Prussian 
borders. 

Franz Joseph in particular was beset with an anxiety which 
perhaps diminished his interest as well as active participation in 
his brother’s Mexican expedition. For a long time the Danube 
monarchy had cherished a fond vision— to sec the Germanic na- 
tions united under one symbol, the ancient scepter of the Holy 
Roman Empire. This ambitmn was both logical and justifiable 
but, in the light of modem trends, impractical. The state of Prus- 
sia, being Protestant and the most progressive of the German Con- 
federacy, saw in a return to feudal Hapsburg rule a useless^ if 
sentimental, retrogression. Bismarck, who regarded Austrians as 
genial models of incompetence, performed the delicate operation 
through which the ytaing dynasty d Hdienzollem (Hi^h-Tax- 
Cdlectors) superseded that <£ the legendary Habichtsburg (con- 
tracted to H^sbur^ Hapsburg, Castle-c^-the-Hawks) inleadersh^ 
and power. 

He accomplished this task in the most convenient manner pos- 
sible. Since the dark Middle Ages, Germany and the tiny kingdom 
(^Denmark quarreled over the border region known as Schleswig- 
Holstein. At diflerent periods in the world’s history these two 
provinces belong^ now to the one, novv to the other ctf the 
opposing factions. There being an equal percentage <£ Danes and 
Germans in the territory it was not possible to dedde by plebiscite 
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whose authority was the more valid. Besides, such a sdudon would 
have removed from the European map one of the most popular 
war hazard^ vying with Alsace-Lorraine and Poland as a succulent 
bone of contention. 

But in 1864, shortly after the turn of the year, King Chri^ian IX 
of Denmark (to whom Jcdiann Strauss once dedicated a wahz) 
was credited with causing some trouble. For no good reascm 
save the “natural folly of kings,” this royal cavalier embarked upon 
a pcdicy of harassing stolid Germans v^o dwelled in the Nordic 
duchira. Bismarck took notice and rejoiced in the opportunity 
thus presented to him. He called upon the Bund to defend its 
brethren and invited Austria to join the ftay. Franz Josqdi, 
flattered by this honor, sent the pick of his military side-show. It 
was a comfortable little war. Its details faded away in a confu^on 
of diplomatic palaver, so that in the end Lord Palmerston boiled the 
matter down to a neat after-dinner q>eech. 

“Only three persons,” said England’s Prime Minister, “really 
understood the war o£ Schleswig-Hc^ein: the Prince Consort, 
who is dead; a German professor, who has gone mad; and I, 
who have forgotten all ab^ it” (llie German professor bang 
Nietzsche.) 

When the shooting was over, Prusna pick«l the plums of her 
reward by incorporating the duchies oocc more under her own 
banner. The Austrian troq[» were pditely sent back to thdr 
Emperta:. 

It seemed a trifle nonchalant Franz Joseph believed that Aus- 
tria deserved more than a breezy distniaal for her services. The 
Danifl>e regiments had been fed during the campaign by Prussian 
commissaries but they had d<me their own bleeding. Wherewere 
the spdls of war? 

Again Binnarck struck while the irm was hot This was fast 
what he wanted-^m pick a quaird with Austria. Evanve^ con- 
descending^ rhallenging notes went hack and forth between Ber- 
Unand Vienna. Fra^ Josqph, unaware of the &r-si|lhtQdJuhbex^8 
goal, parridi st2eauaady,hqpi£g mpeeserve a i^ecaffkns peace. 

Ihe rest 4af Europe looked mild conceniL Disaenaioa 

in ooe’a is always interesdog sold snnetiiaes s;^ 
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tary, especially when backward obligations can be cast to the 
winds while that neighbor is too busy to assert a claim. Napoleon III 
had long dreaded an appeal from the Hofburg urging him to 
keep his word and stand by Maximilian. With Austria on the 
verge of a new conflict^ this appeal would never come; L’Empereur 
could a^ord to ignore the predicament of a Hapsburg in distant 
Mexica 

On the subject of Maximilian’s fcite only one thought rulal 
Paris. France must abandon as soon as possible that maze of 
disillusions and bitter sacrifices known as the Mexican Empire. 
Even now Napoleon tarried over the task of notifying Maximilian 
that the game was up, but the red-trousers continued to drift 
stealthily down to Vera Cruz and into the bowels of nameless 
schooners which spirited them homeward. 

Curiously, there came at this time a lull in the thick of Mexico’s 
storms. A sabbatical calm descended upon Chapultepec due to 
the caprice of a date on the calendar. Noveml^ thirtieth had 
marked the expiiadon c£ the Juirez preadency. With the end 
d the legal term at hand the Indian patriot would be obliged to 
retire and, if no fresh dection had taken plac^ the head of die 
Supreme Court— Don Jesfis Gonzales Ortega— automatically be- 
came Presidente Provisioned de Mixico. 

It was the middle of December when this little matter was 
pointed out to Julrez. Due to the political situation there had of 
course been no elections and Senor Ortega began preening for his 
high office as first gentleman of the land. He sent a dispatch to 
Paso dd Norte inquiring how soon Benito JuSrez intended to sur- 
render the presidential chrir. 

Impassive and stony of countenance the Indian was neverthe- 
less moved to smile. It was a quaint di^atch and one that deserved 
a fulscane reply. On the back of Ortega’s letter the words were 
scrawl«!: "Todtwia no, amigoP* (N<x yet^ my friendl) By 
his favorite lieutenant, Pmfirio I^az;, Juarez conveyed this message 
to his would-be successor. 

Ortega meanwhile had drawn about his insignificant person a 
considerate flock of adherents to whom, in acem'dance with the 
ptindples d democracy, he preanised a^eeabk advanenaents 
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under liis adminlstradon. These political barnacles dung to bim 
now and urged resistance against the brash dictatorship c£ Julrez. 
Such promptings sddom fall upon deaf ears. For Maximilian, 
resting in the sunshine of Cuernavaca, the year ended with 
an uproarious hullabaloo in the enemy camp. While the glorious 
Republic setded its difiiculties in the traditional mann er, with 
the armies of two presidents chasing one another up and down 
the banks of the Rio Grande, the Empire settled back to catch its 
breath. 

Maximilian, ever prone to ddude himself, believed his troubles 
to be over. Of late he had begun to lose faith in the divine rig^ of 
kings, but it was patent now that a benevolent Z>dty watched over 
him- If this was so, the time had come to take up the interests of 
peace: Mexico needed schools, art galleries, cultural expanaom. 
Let the reactionaries mow each other down,— be would profit by 
their mistakes and strengthen his own position while the insurrcc' 
ti(m collapsed in its suicidal strife. 

It was pleasant to banish the nightmare of battle. With his 
ministers, who had goaded him to sign the obnoxious decree Max- 
imilian henceforth communicated only by letter. He wanted 
every suggestion, however trivial its nature, to be put tm paper in 
black and white— lest he be accused again plotting dopodc 
measures. Long ago King Loypold had introduced this custom 
at Brussels. “In a constitutional monarchy,” the wise Coburg had 
declared, “one must never assume a re^jcndbilky alone.” Max- 
imilian concurred. 

Now he felt better. He could go about collecting pictxues for 
die gallery he planned to set up in the Palado NadaoaL Darkig 
his early excursitms about the environs of Mexico City he had 
ccane upon neglected works cS: art that rotted away in old dtordbes 
and cdl<mial palaces. At Coyoacdn, in the house of Cortif^ dxze 
were seven poitiasGs <i. the first viceroys. Ihere must be moce. 
A complete pictorial history of Mexko*s rulers, from Monteaamu 
to the present day, would eventmlly hang in the vast salons of 
die palace on cathedral square, for future genoadoQS to aifoy. 
In adc&ion to this, Maximilian ie<piested diatMQOtegmBa*saoqiCtr 
and other nqgaiia be retxtmol to Meskofrom 
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had been taken by the Spanish Hapsburgs during die days of the 
Ouxquest Franz Josq)h surrendered these valuable relics, re- 
taining only the mantle embroidered with quetzd feathers and 
precious stones which would not withstand another journey with- 
out undergoing irreparable damage. 

Be^es the gallery, Maximilian wished to found an academy of 
sciences and a school for Indian painters who had a special gifr 
for mtirals. The art of heroic painting was dying out in Europe; 
Italy alone prized her frescoes. But here in fhe New World pri- 
mary colors dominated everything. Stalwart^ robust patterns con- 
fronted the eye. It was impossible not to grow visionary, not to 
predict that on this soil art would one day be reborn in strength 
and splendor. 

For the present, however, even the lowly grade schools needed 
reform. Youngsters learned with their ears and memories alone. 
They acquired the short Spanish alphabet by means of salty jingles: 

"San Isidro lahrador, (Saint Isidore, gardener and huckster, 

Quiia el agm y pon el soil" Take away rain; give us sunl) 

— And the letter, dear children, is I — 

mrels^ 

"San Serafin del Monte, (Saint Sera£n of die Mountain, 

San Ser/^n cortisl" Polite Saint Serafinl) 

— The next letter? It must be S — 

Sbee picturesqueness is seldom practical, Maximilian meant to 
change all that. He hoped to attract pedagogues and teachers 
from oditf parts the world, inducing them to adopt Mexico as 
th^ hondand and to propound grammar lessons with less rhyme 
but more reasexi. He would inspire build, restore. The Third 
Empire must becone Mexico’s Golden Age. 

So the Empei^ dreamed. And while he ran his fingers over 
dusty canvases to test their authenticity, Juhrez finished off Ortega 
and his partisans. The: republican front was once more united, 
whh its guns pdnted toward Chapultqiec. 



Plkoto Le Gratvc aad Usknkk, Trkeie »d Mexteik 


Empress Cariata in 1866 before reioming to Europe. 
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llus dme the emergency was acute for it coincided, early in 
February of 1866, with Napoleon’s unequivocal annnnnrfimftnt 
that Bazaine and his troops would be withdrawn. At “Our Nest” 
in Biarritz the French Emperor had finally summoned the neces- 
sary courage to wash his hands of Mexico. He made an efEot 
to sweeten the pill by suggesting that Maximilian might call upon 
Vienna for support; surely Austria would be willing to succor, 
albeit single-handed, a sdon of her ruling house. Napd.e(m was 
confident of that He finished with a belated expressum of con- 
dolence on the occasion of King Leopold’s death. 

Maximilian received this message at Cuernavaca where he lay 
swinging in a hammock, with litde Imrbide riding cm his stomach. 
He put the child down and read. A bluish vein rose on his temple;, 
while a feeling of nausea caused him to grip a chair for support 

It was a stinging blow. He had never believed that this <^d 
happen. Never. “Your Imperial Highness,” the Emperor of 
France had written once, very long ago, “has assumed re^xMisi- 
bilities which you are no longer free to drop. Indeed, what would 
you think of me if— after your Imperial Hig^mess reached Mex- 
ico — ^I were to declare abruptly that I can no longer keep the 
pledges to which 1 have put my own ngnaturel” 

It was impossible. Things like this simply cmuldn’t happen. A 
man did not write two such letters. But he had written demand 
the impossible had happenoL 

Carla must be told and they must face die worst mgether. like 
a pair of sleepwalkers the royal dupes stared at the soap of p^per 
diat sealed their fat^ but neither cooqpreheaded hs meaning. 
Neither accepted the full import of its treachery. In x86i lixf m 
theTuileries had plotted Maximilian’s rise; were they now pLotti&g 
his ruin? If so, two languages were spoken in that palace. 

A night (Omental torture brcxight mote daiity. Withthedaiwn 
of a new day Maximilian found it possible to strike a dhdaiahd 
attitude. HesatdownathisdedkandoQFd»aaryxS,x86^WQr(ied 
a reply: 

my brother, 

“In your Majesty’s pressing chcoaiaisasm vaxzaaC 
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the breach of solemn treaties which you signed with me hardly 
two years ago, and you inform me of this change with a 
blandness which can not but do you credit. ... I have been 
too much your friend to wish misfortune upon the Bonaparte 
dynasty, either directly or indircedy. For this reason I pro- 
pose, with a zeal equal to your own, that you i mm ediately 
withdraw your armies from the American Continent. There 
is no need for stretching the procedure out over a period of 
time. As for myself, guided by my honor as a Hapsburg, I 
shall try to make arrangements with my fellow-countrymen in 
a decent manner, placing my life and services at the disposal 
of my new subjects. 

“MAmnuAN.” 

In a postscript Carlota’s gratimde was expressed for the message 
of condolence. The advice concerning help frmn hapless Austria 
was dubbed extremely “bright,” like all that sprang from Napole- 
on’s “lofty intelligence.” 

The irony of these words brought burning blushes to the rouged 
ch^s of Moustachu. In his private study at St. Cloud the Em- 
peror Napoleon cursed the moment when a Spanish wife had 
lured him into that tragic labyrinth across the sea. 

At Rome there were curses too. Father Augustus Fischer, who 
had come to conquer the Pope, fotmd himself smartly rebuked and 
ejected from the Vatican. It appeared that the Holy Father was 
well informed on all points concerning the handsome cleric’s past. 

Quite apart from this, the terms of the second concordat infuri- 
ated the Holy See. After all the crimes that had been committed 
against the Church, restitution <£ properties was not yet in sight 
and Maximilian sdll persisted in granting freedom to all creeds. 
It was sacrilegious, no less, to expect a truce with Rome! Tte 
Curia had already discharged that rusty blunderbuss^, its bull of 
excommunication, against Julrez and the whole French army, 
hfaximilian would be similarly castigated. That was Pio Nono’s 
answer. Crestfallen and much sobered. Father Fischer embarked 
again for the Americas. His vast self-esteem had sufEered a severe 
jdc. 

It was the truce vnth the Vatican ujton which the Emperw 
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of Mexico had placed his last hopes. Tru^ he had writtea at 
once to Vienna and to Carlota’s older brother at Brussels, reptat- 
ing Napoleon’s kiuverjr and pleading for aid. Belgium had re- 
fused outright, but Franz Joseph promised to send recruits to 
Trieste where a Mexican vessel might pick them up. This was 
something, of course, but not nearly enough. An Austrian regi- 
ment could be no more than a drop oil on a sea of trouble. Peace 
with the Church, on the other hand, woild have won for the 
Empire a host of adherents whose opposition up to this point had 
been no more than a gesture. Certainly the clerical party had 
nt^ing to gain from Juirez and could not ancerdy have jmned 
his ranks. To all concerned the concordat appeared as the only 
solution. But Father Fischer’s return brought complete didlln- 
sion on this score and devout Mexicans remained hokile. 

Maximilian with his dwindling forces stood alone. Hie locked 
them over— a bevy of homesick Honv6d Hussars, swagger courtiers 
and a personal physician who feared the worst in regard to his 
master’s liver. How oddly dashed their Uanubian names against 
the liquid vocals of Latin and Indian speech: Colond von 
Kheve^uller, Colond von Kodolitch, Count Hadik, Baiun 
Czismandia, Count Khdlyi, Doctor Basch. Strangers all, in a 
land that would remain fm^ver incomprehensible to them, it 
was their lot to count the days of the dying Empire. 

He knew when he was bmten. He saw no further reason for 
attempting the impossible. Sir Peter Campbell-Scariett of the 
British Legation in Mexico City counsded abdicadon, ur^ng Max- 
imilian to retire as soon as possible to the safety of his Adriatic 
villa at Miramar. The Prussian Minister, Baron von Magnus^ tal- 
vocated the same. In his own heart Maximilian knew that diese 
men were right. 

Onc<^ in wIkh revdt swept over Italy, he had wr te en hum 

hhlan to his modrer: 

'‘Aldrough X am expecting many taunts ai^ insoit^ I shdi 
quiedy stkk to my post It is imc my hahit to tatn my back 
on danger. Two reasons govern my actaons— one k the. trust . 

vested m my jKfsau and not to be shaken off at the &fW erish^ 
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tie other involves a natural reluctance to obey the rash prompt- 
ings of fright and nerves. Whether or not I shall want to con- 
tinue here when carder is restored and all dangers are over, is 
another matter. While there is a fire I shall stand by to the 
last mcMnent, even though flames surroimd me; but after tha^ 
if the reins of mediocrity are to guide the chariot of state let 
another nag be harnessed to it.” 

In Mexico he had stood, surrounded by flames^, as long as pru- 
dence allowed. To sacrifice the lives of faithful followers, to en- 
danger Carlota’s security and that of the child they had taken to 
themselves would be foUy indeed. He decided to abdicate. 

But he had not reckoned with the pride that stirred in his Coburg 
Empress. “Abdication,” she stormed, “is tantamount to proclaim- 
ing oneself incompetent. Such a thing is admissible only in old 
men or idiots but never in a prince thirty-four years of age. Our 
most sacred posse^on is our sovereignty!” Truly dynastic senti- 
ments were ^ese;, assured, defiant and totally impracticaL 
To Carlota’s eloquence was added flbat of Father Fischer. Al- 
thcxigh his eficats at the Vatican met with failure the busy Jesuit 
had paid a hasty virit to Wenna and talked with the Archduchess 
Sophie. Ihe possS>ility <£ a Mexican fiasco had figured in their 
discusrion and at one pdnt the Dowager Archduchess was heard 
to exclaim: “My poor Maxi— how it will gall him to reappear 
in Europe as a failure!” 

Fischer had no difficulty in distorting these words of the hardy 
kingmaker. He admoni.Aed Maximilian that at the Hofburg 
sentiment was in favor of tenacity. “One must bury oneself with 
the ariics o£ Mexico rather than admit defeat” 

Once again the Hapsburg prince fek the challenge on that most 
senative issu^ his honor. He dreaded nothing so much as ridi- 
cule. Very wdl, if a ooan could not turn his back on useless danger 
without beouning a comic character, he wmild stay. He would 
see things through to the bitter end. Hencefeuth the monardb 
waverolnomo^ He faced the future w^ a constrained mrt(^ 
tnravada 

In refuring to surrender crown and scq>ter Carlota h^ obeyed 
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somethiBg stronger than caprice. She had been the first Cdlxirg 
to attain imperial glory, a fact which never left her omsdousness. 
Madmilian, having bom “\merlichl’ made less of this dis- 
tinction and sometimes completdy forgot about it. But Carlota 
remembered. She knew that one did not cast aside the highest 
earthly rank. One died with it. 

This does not mean that she was thinking of death, for at no 
time did the idea enter her young head that — ^in the event of a 
catastrophe— there might conceivably be anything but a thrcme 
to lose. Her irrepressible spirit had revived in the shditoed hush 
oE Cuernavaca and she was ready mice again to dip into the caress 
of an imperial mande. 

The new crisis perplexed her. She wondered whether Napcdeon 
would have abandoned them if Maximilian’s cause had bon better 
represented in France. Eloin, Hidalgo and that bigoted Gud^rez- 
Estrada, what men were they? No more than sycophant hired 
underlings. She came to a housewifely condudon : 

“Things don’t get done properly unless you have a hand in 
them yourself. ” 

And now the realization came upon her like a flash— it was 
up to her to save the Empire. Sh^ Carlota, must take a numien- 
tcnis step. She must cross the Atlandc altaic and compel the French 
sovereigns to keep their pledge. 

“FlI go to Eurqpe for an army cmp^” die crkd impetiKxidy, 
“fll force my way into the presence of Emperors and Popes. Ill 
scream the truth into their faces and win you the concordat, or 
stalk from door to door as a ragged beggar and as thunderh^ 
jusdcel” 

Her voice broke at a shrill pitch. She paused, da^ung her 
throat breadilessly and waiting for a^rovaL Maximilian de- 
murred. The thought of hiding bdiind a woman’s skirts was 
d i staj ^ cftil to Him. Also this yn& midsummer, an evil dme for 
any one to travd down through the fever zone, let alone this frail 
and ddkatdy nurtured Carla. Finally, apart &om mch oon- 
dderadon^ there was the small iton of money. Widb a growing 
paudty in coin of the realm, the treasury had been emptied of 
all save die “Inondadon Tax’* (a digtydioqsandyso fund act 
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aside for welfare work in time of floods). Carlota was not daunted 
by this impediment. The flood moneys could be annexed and 
replaced as soon as her share in King Leopold’s fortune had been 
paid out. 

After convincing an apprehensive Court that this was the only 
thing to do, the Empress went ahead with her plans. She wished 
to be accompanied by a retinue of persons who would sufBdently 
impress the household at St Cloud. Accordingly Maximilian ap- 
pointed the following staff: 

Don hlartfn Castillo (ChargS tTAffairei) 

Condc del Valle (Grand Chamberlain) 

Marqu& Neri del Barrio (Junior Chamberlain) 

Marquesa Neri del Barrio (Lady-in-Waiting) 

Graf Karl Bombelles (Comnoandant of Pdatine Guards at 
Chapultepec) 

Herr von Kuhacsevich (Treasurer of Miramar and Chapulte- 
pec) 

Frau von Kuhacsevich (Lady of the Bedchamber) 

Senor Montalba Poliakowitz (Secretary) 

Fraulein Mathilde Doblinger (Maid) 

It was not until some weeks later that Maximilian’s secretary, 
Jos6 Luis Blasioi, joined the party abroad. The Mexican suc- 
cessor to Eloin was to keep Carlota posted on the latest develop- 
ments overseas and to report back to Maximilian the esact progress 
of her mission. 

Meanwhile it wcaild seem that Carlota’s decision to travel in 
state was not a happy one. Just as the imperial couple’s enthusiastic 
letters of an earlier day made their subsequent cries for help so 
pathetically unconvincing, the current purpose of attracting at- 
tention by means of an elaborate royal suite can be put down as 
childish. Yet Carlota felt insdnetivdy that she must keep up ap- 
pearances and present a bdld front If her morale broke down 
and ^e arrival at the French Court in the humble guise of a 
peddoner they would feel no compunedon about sending her 
away, forgetting only too readily that she was the dat^ter of 
a king and the consort an emperor. 
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“Think you I am no stronger than my sex; 

Being so father’d and so husbanded?” 

No, she dared not invite contempt. They who were guilty <rf 
perjury would take advantage of a blusL 

And so the Empress made ready. The villa at Cuernavaca was 
closed and Princess Josefa had been installed at Chapultepec as 
sole guardian over the boy Agustfn. In the long corridors cf the 
casde Carlota’s trunks stood about, their contents sprinkled with 
lavender and dried heliotrope. Daily the laundres% Adelaida 
Cruz, added another layer of freshly ironed lace ot batiste. 

It was the twenty-first of June, i8^, and in far-away Bohemia— 
at Zwickau and Oswiecimr-Austria and Prusaa exchanged dec- 
larations of war. 



Ghapter 5 


News traveled slowly. They did not know in Mexico until much 
later that Franz Joseph’s gold and white cavalry stormed newth- 
ward toward Olmiicz and Sadowa wher^ on Jidy second. Haps- 
burg's pride was crushed. Nor that at Koni^iatz on July third, 
the remaining gaily costumed Danube armies ran with poised 
bayonets headlong into a barrage of Prussian gun-fire. Even the 
volunteers who were to gather at Trieste for Maximilian were 
swallowed in this holocaust Bismarck dictated his peace after 
a struggle lasting not quite two weeks. 

On July sixth a special TeDeum was sung in a Spanish cathedral 
for the !^pre$s of Mexico whose date of departure had been set 
for the ninth. Shortly before dawn Maximilian escorted his wife 
as far as Ayotla, a village lying two kilomoiers from the capitaL 
Here they parted. The last moments were an ordeal. Returning 
alone to Chapultepec the Emperor poured out his grief in a letter 
to "^enna. “Dearest and best of Mother^” he vnrote, “Cark is 
hurrying to Europe on a secret mission. . . . Words can not 
picture what it costs me to part from her, but great sacrifices 
must be made ica great ends. I am praying that God will watch 
over her and bring us together againl” 

The travelers meanwhile rolled along toward Puebk where 
the Empress was pot up for die ni^t in the house of the Mar- 
quesa de Guadalupe. At ten the following morning the journey 
proceeded in more leisurely fashion to Orizaba, while tiie third 
day ended at Cdrdoba in the midst of torrential rains. More than 
forty hours were employed in traversing, at a snail’s pace;, a distance 
generally owered in fifteen. This was due to the ket that royalty 
is hampered by ceremcmial (blue blood will not, as a rol^ rise 
early) and also to Carlota’s squeamidmess in r^ard to the roads. 
Omditions had not improved since the day when the Empress 
first crossed the cordillera, {or she wrette to her kvorite pakce kdy, 
Josefa Salas-Varela, “You’ve no idea of the state tftese highways 
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are m. Near C6rdoba the carriage my geatlemai was again 
upset My coachman assures me that it was only through the 
help of the Virgin that I was not upset I suppose he meant the 
Guadalupe one. . . . Good-by, dear Pcpita, my heart r emains in 
Mexico. Write to me and believe in the afiection <rf your Caklota.” 

More serious calamity befell near Paso del Ma^o. Here the 
imperial caravan was trapped by a band insurgents who with 
a wild cry of “Aiids, Mamd Carlotar snatched the mule teams 
and made o£E with them into the wilderness. Drenched by another 
downpour the travelers continued on foot through jungjle diicket 
until the French railroad was reached. From here scouts with 
fresh beasts were sent after the luggage while the Emioess and Ikt 
dripping retinue waited. 

At las^ on July thirteenth, Carlota arrived in Vera C^uz where 
die commander of the port, Captain Cloue, led her to the embarca- 
don docks. Here she sdfFened with surprise. Hie launch which 
awaited the Empress erf Mexico flew Ae French triadore and the 
only available mail steamer in the harbor was called VlmpSratrice 
Eugenie! Carles broke into a fit of rage. She would not enter 
the launch unless the Mexican colors were hensted. Before this 
could be done the consent trf the Prefect General, Mondeur Marin, 
had to be obtained, which in turn caused needless delay. 

Tlie packet boat anchored in the roads had been hoidir^ faat^ 
steam in order to acccanmodate the imperial party; but at kng^ 
the sailing hour being long overdiK, a siroi was sounded. This 
completdy disrupted Carlota’s composure. To be toomd by a 
French fc^-hom was the last indignity. Sie boarded die ship in 
blazing anger and made a silent passage over an ocean that dtared 
her wrath. For the Srst time in her life die was vkrfendy se as i ck. 
The ladies and gentlemen of her suite found thdr misness a hi^ 
strong and irritable travding compankxi. 

A stop was made at la Habam where the %anidi anthorhies 
mid the fleet accorded the Mexicaa sovcrdlgn a finmg wdkxxne. 
Carlota fek momentarily soothed and die finisl^ her with 
Pepka. **Only a &w words bef(xe ^ boat leaves. X am quite 
wdl de^ike a day of mti de laer. The heat hexe is htfeas e and 
die woyage a long one; it is only out of pme patrktism that ooe 
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can accept these hard^ps with any degree of forbearance. . . . 
I did not go ashore^ since the Emperor would not have wished 
iti but the principal personages of ihe town visited me. There is 
a very polite bi^op. Most of the dignitaries had walking-sticks 
which reminded me of Mexico and pleased me. The head of the 
Red Atdienda Espeaiola, whose very aspect recalled to me the 
colonial history of our country, sports a tortoise-shell cane which, 
judging from its exquisite carving, must be from Yucatin.” The 
vexations Vera Cruz and the danger encountered before Paso 
del Macho were not mentioned. Obstacles existed in order to be 
overcome. 

After the West Indies had been left behind the steamer nosed 
toward mid-ocean. Due to long practise in the transportation of 
troops French navigation had improved and the trip to Europe 
now required a scant three weeks. On August fourth the moor- 
ings of Saint Nazaire were reached and Carlota disembarked. 
She dispatched a telegram to Napoleon and set out at once for 
Paris. Late the following day L’Empereur’s reply was handed to 
her cn route thrcHigh the town of Nantes. 

“St Cloud, August 5, 1866. 4^o P.M. 
“Your hLijesty’s wire has just reached me. Since I returned 
from Vichy quite ill, I am obliged to stay in bed and there- 
fore can n(A see you. But if, as I assume, your Majesty will 
first visit Belgium, I shall find time to recover. Napoison.” 

She had no trouble deciphering this conundrum. It spelled out 
“Not at Home” and clearly endeavored to push Carlota off on 
her xafzH relations. Her presence in France was decidedly not 
welcome. For weeks the govermnent ofiSces on the Quai d’Orsay 
had ordered Paris newspapers to denounce as “arrant calumny” 
a current rumor, ^ead by returning soldiery that the Empress 
Charlotte had left Mexica Without official confirmation from 
Chapultepec such an eventuality must not be allowed to prey upon 
public sympathies. 

Now that the truth could no longer be witbhdd Napoleon 
found himsdf in a state dt acute discomfort occasioned by more 
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than physical infirmities. To be sure, he had not been wdl of 
late. Uamour had become his Nemesis. Incontinent love-affairs 
wasted his strength; he was scarcely able to walk or eat and bad 
l<Kt all capacity for sleep. The waters of Vichy again and again 
became the Pool of Bethesda where he would, but could not, wash 
his body clean. 

But there were other matters quite as depres^g as his ramal 
ills. Eugenie was arguing again. This time her speculations con- 
cerned Germany, where with manifest accuracy she foresaw the 
rise of Bismarck’s Rekh and the attendant danger to France. 
During the recent hostilities between Austria and Prussia she 
had urged that Franz Joseph be helpol, lest Austria’s humiliation 
lead to that of France, when the victorious Junker turned his steps 
westward across the Rhine. With dreary insistence she quot^ 
Marshal Random, Napoleon’s Minister of War: “It is the French 
Empire, and not the Austrian, that was defeated at Sadowa!” 
Yes, Bismarck must be crushed now, upon any pretext, before he 
built a Germany which would be too much for the Bonapartes. 

But Eug^e had been wrong about Mexico and now Nape^eon 
would no longer listen to her. He sent her about her business 
rqecting female inteiference in government problems. She was 
left to quarrel with the court dressmaker, (diaries Frederkk 
Worth, who wished her to discard “that monstrosity— the crino- 
line” once devised to satisfy her vanity. Napoleon, for his part, 
strutted about; happy to have put his wife in her place. Nothh:^ 
could have been more inopportune at a time like this than the 
tel^;ram from Saint Nazairc. 

Still imwilling to permit Eug&iie a hand in the matter, he de- 
termined to handle things bimsdf. But a warning from the Rre- 
feet of Nantes that the Empress of Mexico had continued on her 
way to Paris despim L’Dnpereur’s message revealed to him the 
limitations of his genius. A trijSe endmxassed, 1» now turned 
to his mate. The gurnard reflected briefly ard came to his rescues 
To begin with, the uae:q>ected vishors must be disoopeerted by 
finding no wri^xsoing ctHnmhtee at the Gare. Jt woold be easy 
to esq»Iai% in a tonettt of apoh^^thiut dbe reo^rioB 

party had gone to the .wmi^statioQ. The howaiar 
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politely cleared up, would have served its purpose as a decided 
damper. Before those Mexicans recovered &om the shock time 
would have been gained for devi^g further tactics. 

On August ninth Carlota arrived and was indeed disconcerted. 
She regarded the absence of court carriages and attendants as an 
intentional slight and, for a moment, did not know which way 
to turn. As a princess of royal blood she had naturally counted 
on lodging at one of the French chateaux; it was an imwritten law 
among ruling families that visiting “cousins” must be treated as 
equals, especially so when they were of sovereign rank. What, 
then, did one do in the present dreadful predicament.^ Did an 
empress wander about an unhospitable dty searching for a room- 
ing house? Could she sufier the humiliation of disclosing her 
identity at a fashionable hotel? 

Old Kuhacsevich at length made the only possible deciaon. 
There vras an obscure hostelry which he remembered having 
patronized in his youth. It bore the persuasive title of “Le 
Grand Hotd” and thither the daughter of King Leopold betook 
herself in a hired cab. She locked hersdf up in her room and wept 
angry tears. Late that evening the reception committee which 
had meanwhile scoured the streets of Paris in a fruitless search 
finally appeared and presented its glib apologies. Napoleon’s 
chief aidcde-camp, General Waubert de Genlis, had been too well 
instructed by his sovereigns, for he blurted out a maladroit ques- 
tion: 

“How long does your hfajesty plan to stay in France?” 

Carlota paled. She said nothing. At this pcont Count Coss6- 
Brissac^ a &vorite at St Cloud, leaped into the breach by announc- 
ing that the Empress Eugenie would make a porsonal call at two 
o’clock the following afternoon, provided such a visit was agreeable 
to her Majesty, the Empress of Mexico. Not a word about an 
immediate change of quarters to some more fitting abode. Not 
a hint about a carriage and pair to be placed at Carlota’s disposal 
for the duration her visk. It was certain now that a hard task 
awaited her. 

“Yes,” she said quiedy, “two o’clock will be quite agreeable.” 

On August tenth, at &e appointed hour, £ug6ue arrived in the 
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company of her chum, the Countess of Montd)eIIo (pie Princess 
Esshng), and the First Lady-in-Waiting, Madame Carette (n6e 
Bouvet). All three ladies were clegandy attired. Eugenic bubbled 
over with joy at seeing her dear Charlotte and promptly launched 
a catalogue of questions in re^d to life in Mezica 

‘‘Countess Melanie Zichy came through here, some time ago, 
on her way to Vienna. She told us about a charming national 
dance called El Jarahel'’ 

Carlota nodded. It was a quaint litde a^air. And how was 
the Emperor Napoleon? When would it be possible ixnt her to 
see him? 

“But Louis is still tmwell,” said Eug^iie. Her voice acquired 
a litde edge and now Carlota slowly perceived the change in what 
she had supposed to be a lifelong friendship. 

“Even s<^” she insisted, “I have come a long way. Perhaps he 
will not refuse a brief audience.” 

Eug6iie shook her head. She had come to forestall Carlota’s 
arrival at St. Cloud, and to ward od any possible peddons which 
the distraught woman might present. The Empress of France 
stood her ground. 

‘In that cas^” Carlota announced calmly, “1 am gdng to see 
bim to-morrow, et je fertd irruption [I shall break in] !” 

It was Eug^e’s turn to pale. She reflected quickly that the 
Empress of Mexico could not very well be refused admittance at 
the palace gates. Since a gleam cf unmistakable determinadon 
q>arkled in the Coburg eyes, there was nothing for it but to ar- 
range the distasteful meeting. Passing off Carlr^’s threat as a 
saucy witddsm, Eugfnie hasdly agreed that a visit could of coarse 
be arranged. A court carriage would come for Carlota three days 
hence and convey her to the summer residmee df St. Cloud. A 
hidden touch of spite had caused the Spaniard to select the tldr- 
teenth day of the month, heping thereby to sdr up latent inhibidons 
in her rival’s breast. And now, with tmder enhraces and sundry 
graceful tears, the Empress of the French rippled down the narrow 
hotel stairs, satisfied that— in part^ at leaA— die had achieved a 
dipkmaatk vktory. During the three days that fdflowed she 
would have dme to drfllinto die dniU of h^ poor Ixtuis aU the 
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correct answcr% and, if necessary, a few incorrect ones. , . . 

For Carlota it was an unbearable ordeal oE waiting. Although 
her sanguine temperament would tolerate no cowardice the slow 
idle hours in Paris began to conjure up before her mind strange 
dai3gers to her beloved Maxi’s cause. Dimly she sensed that pre- 
cious time was being wasted — days, even minutes, which could 
never be recovered. She spent every moment at her desk, review- 
ing with Senor Castillo every detail of her Mexican report, and 
writing to Maximilian during the remaining hours. 

At last the eventful mtsning was at hand. Accompanied by her 
chamberlain. Count dd Vall^ and Maximilian’s trusted Chargi 
^Affmres, Don Martin Castillo, Carlota entered the waiting car- 
riage. The drive to St. Cloud, some eight miles west of Paris, led 
through beauteous suburbs. Beyond the town itself the castle lay 
hidden in a vast wood, but although the gentlemen of her suite 
pointed out innum erable scenic splendors die Empress of Mexico 
took no nodee. She sat for the space of an hour, brooding in the 
depths of the closed carriage. A pall of late summer heat hung 
over the countryside. 

In St. Cloud, at die foot the grand staircase, the litde Prince 
Imperial greeted the visitors. He was ten years old and very 
serious for his age. He wore the gold chain of the Mexican Eagle 
on his collar; it was a gift from Maximilian. Carlota noted it 
at once and her hopes rose. She kissed the lad and asked him to 
lead her into his facer’s presence. Loulou smiled knd with touch- 
ing gravity took her hand. 

The audience was held in a somber recepdon-room on the 
grotmd floor. To Carlota’s great disappomtment she did not find 
Napol^m alone. Very erect and fcabidding the Empress Eugenie 
stood in front of her husband, flanked by Court Librarian 'Piospet 
M^rimde and Foreign Minister Drouyn de liiuys. Behind this 
human bulwark^ and on either dde of the monarch’s chair, Minr 
ister erf Finance Achille Fould and Minister o£ War Marshal Ran- 
don were stadoned like sentinels prepared fm an attack. Na- 
poleon sat snugly in thdr midst with a furdve eye cocked in the 
direction erf his vmn»:. 

The s(xne struck Carlota as comical and she smiled, but lack 
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of response extinguished her mirth. She was at a loss for a proper 
course of action. Would no one speak? Would they send her 
away? Still, there was Loulou, wearing Maximilian’s decoration 
in her honor. She must not quaver then, while addressing her 
words to Napoleon directly. 

“Sire,” she began, bending sidewise to get a better view of him, 
“I am representing a cause which is yours no less than it is our 
own.” 

A polite cough issued from the enclosure followed by the Em- 
peror’s reply. Carlota learned that the leading members of the 
French Ministry were here assembled to discuss the Mexican situ- 
ation, if possible, for the last time. Napoleon pointed to Monsieur 
Drouyn de Lhuys who immediately took the conversation in hand. 
In what manner, this gentleman inquired, could France be of 
service? 

Carlota ordered CasdUo to empty his brief-case upon a table, 
spreading out the exact accounts which had been drawn up at 
Chapultepec for this purpose. Every expenditure, every economy 
made during Maximilian’s short and hapless reign, was quoted 
in detail. The insolvency of the Mexican exchequer was laid bare 
and the military problem reviewed. People in Europe had no 
inkling of the monstrous facts which had been concealed from 
Maximilian in order to lure him to the Mexican throne. If he were 
now abandoned in that vortex the entire French expedition would 
go down in history as a criminal waste of lives and money. 

At the mention of money Monsieur Fould rose to the occasiem, 
countering with strong arguments to the effect that Mexico was 
excessively dow in paying her monthly interest on the loans. 
Lately, in fact, there had been no payments at all. 

“Before we wind up that Mexican business, Madame^” he an- 
nounced curtly, “France will be out a round three hundred mil- 
lion francs for her trouble.” 

Carlota fiudied. "That may be what your bankers Imvc ex- 
tracted from the French public, but where is the balance between 
those figures and the sum actually forwarded to us? Z>o you 
think we dem’t know whose pockets are stuffed with gc^d while 
Mexloo mu^ foot the 1^?” 
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Fould had recourse to veiled invective. He accused Maximilian’s 
associates of sharp practise and fraud, indicating that no control 
had been exercised over them from above. Oh, it was appalling, 
this battle of words and figures. She would never make them 
see while they battered down her reasoning with their cool soph* 
istries. 

She turned to Napoleon who sat meekly in his chair. His eyes 
bulged with alarm and something told her that his heart went 
out in sympathy to her. Throwing back the mantilla that drooped 
over her fece she leaned across the table. 

“Sire,” she pleaded, “you have not answered me.” 

“Madame, I am afraid I can not,” he mumbled, but she inter- 
rupted him as soon as she caught the negative note. One must 
prevent an outspoken refusal; one must spar for time. Panic over- 
came her momentarily. Then she remembered the letters in her 
hand-hag, Napoleon’s own signature under those flaming words: 
“I urge you to count upon my everlasting friendship. You may 
rest assured that my support will not fail you in the accomplish- 
mmt of the feat which you are so courageously undertaking.” 

She would espose him. She would shame him for breaking his 
word; But no, she could not do that; she could not so disgrace an 
Emperor France before his own ministers. Did she after all 
know what overwhelming compulsion governed Napoleon’s ac- 
tions? Might there not be some extenuating circumstance which 
would esplain his apparent turpitude? 

“I’ve had an angry lettqr from the Emperor Maximilian,” he 
was saying in a tone at once defensive and placating, “but I am 
not emended. On the cmitrary, I can tmder^and what he must be 
gemg through since my decision was announced to him.” 

“That is kind of your Majesty,” Carlota breathed, and now she 
believed that if it were humanly possible this gende litde man 
would hdp. 

But Eug&ic did not like the tenor of the present conversation 
and, employing a woman’s expedient she teetered gracefully 
against a chair, pretending to swoon. Her technique proved bad, 
since Carlota was not fooled, but it succeeded in brea^g up the 
meetio^. 




Popocatepetl^ 


Photo by Brehme, Mexico. 
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There was a moment of embarrassment. The letters, thought 
Carlota swiftly, now was the time for the letters! Yet, was it? 
Napoleon had hurried to the side of his wife^ whose eyes re- 
mained resolutely shut despite an unpleasant dousing of cold 
water &om a large cut-glass decanter. L’Empereur’s cheeks had 
turned a deep cinnabar. No, Carlota must not strip him of his 
honor, she must not humble him here in his own palace. 

“Thank you, gentlemen,” she said vaguely to the room at large 
and turned to go. Although she may have expected it, no efEort 
was made to stop her. 

From her hotel that night she wrote to Maximilian. “What 
has struck me most forcibly,” she confided, “is the fiict that I 
know more about China than these people here do about Mexico, 
yet they are responsible for one of the most serious crises in which 
the French flag has ever been embroiled.” Nor could she refrain 
from indulging in a feline critique: “I noticed that the Empress 
has lost much in looks and youthfulness since that day when we 
last saw her. Amid all their pomposity Napoleon and his wife 
are unable to cope with real issues and it is my conviction that 
they will not last much longer. The throne of France ages those 
who occupy it, casting them o£F before their time. History shows 
that this nation, like the fickle goddess of fortune, always smiles 
on new faces. ...” 

Qsewhere in Faiis there was equally engrossing correspondence. 
Ihosper Mfrim^^ who raised gossip to the pinnacle ^ Ikerary 
satire was writing to his friend. Sir Androny Fanizzi, Italian li- 
hraiian at the British Museum. Referring to Carlota’s visit he 
mused: “They will give her a dinner, no doul^.but I don’t think 
she win get money or sefldiers. It wouldn’t surprise me if Max- 
imilian ^jdkated within a few month% after which there would 
be a rq>tfl}lic or, what is more likely,, a state of ananhy. This, 
to my mind, will be fc^owed by lynch law on the part dt the 
Ymifcees who are hoping to introduce Angjlo&>xon colonizatinn.” 

hr the meantime Austrian Ambassador, Ftince Metteimch, 
had been summoned to the Grai^ Hotel where Carlota mhur- 
denod her I£$ Excdlaat^ listened with the mihoet 

tieane hot ipm frcced to admk dik Amtik’s (Meat at the 
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of Prussia had completely imdermined Maximilian’s prestige with 
the Bonapartes. Even so, a second audience at St. Cloud— and 
preferably a private one— was advisable. 

Carlota agreed. A happy thought had occurred to her. August 
fifteenth, Napoleon’s name-day, was at hand. This date, honoring 
Louis IX, holy Crusader King of France, was celebrated through- 
out Spanish countries as La Fiesta de San Luis Rey. (In more 
recent years it was found that the good Sl Louis conflicted with 
the proper Ascension of Mary and so his day was advanced to 
August twenty-fifth.) 

Now what could be more natural than a note of respect, bear- 
ing salutations to his Majesty and dropping a hint in regard to 
another audience? Carlota permed her greeting and sent it by 
messenger on the morning ctf the fifteenth. Concealing her pur- 
pose in amiable invocations for Napoleon’s wd&re^ she begged 
him to see her alone. She had not kmg to wait An innocuous 
and airy reply thanked her for her kind solicitude but his Majesty 
re&ained from alluding to a rendezvous. Instead, Eugenie added a 
postscript Poor Louis, its text disclosed, lay supine— the imperial 
ague having taken a turn for the worse. The Empress of Mexico 
wutdd do wdl not to press her suit further. 

But they didn’t know the Empress of Mexico! Upon reading 
the above lines Carlota arranged her mantilla. Without uttering 
a word she rushed throu^ the festive Paris streets accompanied by 
a ang^e lady-in-waiting; Senora del Barrio. Shortly before eleven 
o’clock ^e stood at the portals of St Cloud demanding admission. 

The palace was thrown into confusion. Napoleon, who had 
just finished dressing for a cheerful jaunt in the Bois, scuttled 
back to his bedroom, there to assume the air and appurtenances of 
invalidism, while Eugenie; sdll in her boudoir, was notified by a 
page that her consort had urgent need c£ her. 

All this time Carlota had been left almie in the great hall below, 
btn dlac was n<X easily thwarted. Familiar with the. interior of 
many royal residences, die ran up-stairs and espkd dre Emperor’s 
quartors b^ore any one could stop her. With her firm Httle fists 
she knocked the door m his chamber, la the fact <£ such dc- 
tenninatka N^idbon and Eugfnie wer& icxced to adhnit her to 
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an adjoining study where, with the greatest coolness possible, they 
granted audience to the staunch daughter of a notably staunch 
king. 

To-day Carlota did not implore; she demanded. From her 
bulging reticule she drew forth letters which bore the imperial 
signatures of France, letters which urged and encouraged the 
Mexican expedition, promising every conceivable assistance during 
its experimental stages. Napoleon chose to hide behind the loop- 
hole of a definition; he declared Maximilian’s afEairs to be past 
such a point. 

“But the Treaty of Miramar,” she insisted, “wherein your Maj- 
esty guarantees that the Foreign Legion shall remain in Mexico 
six years after all other troops have been recalled ” 

Napoleon shrugged helpless shoulders. “Madame; I am in a 
very ticklish position. America threatens me through that un- 
pleasant Monsieur Seward, and my own subjects refuse their sup- 
port unless I keep peace with Washington. Madame had better 
not indulge in futile illusions.” 

“Your Majesty,” crie4 Carlota indignantly, “is seriously com- 
promised in this affair, and should not indulge in any either.” 

Napoleon’s face wotc a drawn and miserable look. He glanced 
at his wife, as if in desperation, before beginning again: “Once 
and for all time, Madame, let me state that you can not hope ” 

But Carlota interrupted him quickly and began talking before 
he could utter the fatal— and final— word- Reaching for a last 
straw she persuaded Napoleon to confer once more with his min- 
isters and reserve his answer for another meeting. 

In an adjacent chamber, meanwhile a French and a Mexican 
lady-in-waiting were conveying to each other by means of eloquent 
gestures the peculiarities of thdr respective mistresses, it de- 
veloped in the coarse of the curious dialogue that the Empress of 
Mexico was fond cf drinking naranjeia, especially on a sultry day. 
Eagerly, the French dame de la com^ Madame Carett^ tot^ a^ 
vantage dt this disclosure and interrupted the heated intendew in 
die Empert^’s locxns by .sending in a footman with some freshly 
prepared orangeade. 

Due to the overwrbu^t caaditioo of her ncrvc% as well as h« 
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outraged pride, Carlota recoiled fo)m the proffered beverage which 
she thought was intended as a crafty sign of dismissal. Even as 
she did so a dark suspicion sprang up in her mind. For the first 
time she fdt a sensation of physical danger. Not only was Max- 
imilian’s cause lost^ but they were going to poison herl Overcome 
with terror she fled from the palace. 

Late that same afternoon the first telegraphic message from 
Mexico arrived in Paris over the newly laid transatlantic cable. 
It was from the Emperor Maximilian, who by this courtesy hoped 
to propitiate the French sovereigns and dispose them more kindly 
toward his wife. The missive doing honor to Napolemi’s name- 
day read: 


“Chapultqjec, August 15, 1866. 
“Availing myself of the most glorious scientific triumph of 
our era, I am sending your Majesty my ancercst congratu- 
lations. 

“Maximiuan” 

Only a few years earlier, over a cable that broke under the strain, 
the United States and Ireland had exchanged a note of whimsy: 

“Europe and America arc united by telegraph. Glory to 
God in the highest, on earth peace, and wiU among 
men.” 



Chapter 6 


Carlota returned to the Grand Hotel where her worried retinue 
awaited her. She spoke to no one and retired promptly to her 
room where she dropped exhausted upon a chme^ongue and 
fell into a deep slumber. 

At six o’clock in the eveniug Sehora dd Barrio entered with 
a cup of yerba buena (peppermint) tea and inquired about her 
mistress’s wants. Carlota seemed refreshed and rather calm; she 
asked that seaetary Montalba Poliakowitz bring her writing 
materials. 

For a while she dictated an outline of the day’s events, but this 
soon dred her and she dismissed the secretary. Her mind was 

knew 

how badly they had treated her. In an access of fury he might leave 
Mexico and join her, but she was not yet ready to give up. Perhaps 
it would be better to hold back ugly details and to write an 
intimate letter which would keep Maxi informed cm the most 
essential points without unduly alarming him. 

Summoning all her strength rire sat down to this task. In her 
slighdy imperfect German she tried to conceal the hopelessness 
of the situation. No one must know that her own courage was 
breaking; she would prevaricate again, as she had prevaricated in 
her early correspondence with Eugfriie. 

For the second time that day she wrote the date^ August i866l 

“Dearly beloved Treasure! 

“Before all else I am in excellent health and let your heart 
be at ease about this point. Nex^ it is my ccmviction that 
something can be accomplished here since there is an interest 
in our cause, but among those higher up disinclination and 
helplessness are great and I know through a positive scxirce, 
Metternich, that during the past two years the ^peror 
Napolecm has been siokmg physically and mentally. The 
Empress is not capable of managing the affair— she con* 
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sdtutes no barrier against the ministers and does more damage 
than good. They have grown old, and both are childish. 
They burst into tears occasionally, but I don’t know if that 
will lead to anything. I made every conceivable effort and 
submitted our uldmamm to the Emperor at once. After that 
I had to start working for those 500,000 piastres which I 
hoped to send back with the ship, but I soon realized that this 
was not feasible. Still, it was my duty to try. 

“Just the same, I have not yet played all my cards against 
the Emperor Napoleon. I visited him only twice and the 
second time I brought him excerpts from his own promises 
in order to rankle him sccredy. He talked a great deal 
about Mexico, and yet they seem to have forgotten all about 
the subject long ago. Incidentally, he cried more the second 
time than the first. If things succeed here they will cer- 
tainly do the same in Rome and Washington. 

“This letter is disjointed because Poliakowitz is about to go 
out. All day long I have people around me who take all my 
time. 

“I am clinging to you from the depths of my soul. 

“CHABlOTrE” 

When she had finished, the cheer she simulated went out of 
her. She fell to brooding, and now her mind was tortured with 
visions criE ha: adored husband’s very real peril. Like the blows 
c£ an unseen hammer the realization beat upon her consciousness — 
n<^ power and glory, but life itself was at stake! 

Slowly the days dragged on but there was no news from St. 
Cloud. Had they forgotten her? If soi, she must plot another 
attack. 

TTie erg^rteenth August was Franz Joseph’s birthday. 
Early in the fmenoon c£ that significant date the French Idmister- 
President Mmisieur Eug^ Rouher visited the Grand Hotel and 
paid his req>ects to Oirlota. After a few embarrassed phrases he 
inquired whether the Empress of Mexico had read the last issue of 
LeMoniteur. 

“No,” Carlota replied “why?” 

Rouher squirmed a little before quoting the press announcement 
that Kapdeon had gone off a vacation. 
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This was an evasion she could hardly have foreseen, but Carlota 
retained her poise. Not a trace of agitation could be detected in 
her voice as she countered: 

“Then he will come to see me, as is only due, immediately upon 
his return.” 

Rouher grew still more awkward. He had in his pocket, he 
observed, a written answer from the French Govermnent in regard 
to the whole Mexican problem. 

“Oh, but I wasn’t negotiating with the French Government^” 
she parried icily, “I have been dealing with the Emperor Napoleon. 
If I have received you, Monsieur, it is because you asked for an 
audience with me. But I regard your visit merely as a peramal 
attention, nothing more.” 

“But your Majesty Rouher began again, unfolding his 

document 

Carlota brushed the paper aside. “I take my answers,” die 
said haughtily, “from the man to whom I put my questions— from 
the Emperor himself.” 

Rouher was dismissed. 

It was not long after the crestfallen gentleman’s departure that 
a special messenger arrived from the Tuilcries, Napoleon’s town 
residence. Carlota was handed a small note from his Majesty. 
It appeared that the Emperor’s journey had been c£ very diort 
duration; in &ct, there must have been an error in print The 
imperial family had simply moved in from the country, so that 
there hadn’t been any real journey at alL And now that this was 
quite dear the superladvdy polite monarch wished to know at 
what time he might see her. 

A meeting was arranged foar the following ahemoon. Carlota 
enjoyed a mode^ triumph. 

On August nineteenth, at four o’dock, the Emperm’s carriage 
stopped at the Grand Hotel and Napolemi HI honored this um 
disdnguished hostelry with his presence. Carlota awaked him 
with tmconcealed emcriem. Ho* nervousness was transmitted to 
Ca^illo, del Valle;, and the remaining members of her suk^ who 
stood at attendoii througho*^ the greeting <xa. the stairs. Ihiring 
die {^wite andkace that foilowed the Emperor himself was not 
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at ease. He had tried by various means to shift upon others the 
painful duty ^t now lay before him. He had come to make an 
end. His fiarst words imparted the sad fait accompli— Frances 
imconditional refusal. 

Carlota felt the ground rocking under her feet. A wave erf 
blood rushed to her head. 

“We shall abdicate!” She threatened, with a last attempt at 
bravado. 

But Napoleon called her bluff. “Abdicate, then,” he said 
grimly and turned to go. He made a mental note that she must 
receive the refusal in writing. 

This was enough. As she watched him endeavoring to wriggle 
out of her presence she despised him, but she despised herself even 
more. How could she ever, in accepting a throne from this up- 
start, have forgotten that the blood of three dynasties flowed in 
her veins? 

“You charlatan,” she gasped in a voice that was almost a whisper, 
“you hypocrite! What, after all, could I— a daughter of the race 
of Orleans— have expected from the word of a Bonaparte!” 

Without casting another glance in his direction she called for 
her serving woman and gave immediate orders to pacL In the 
midst erf an unparalleled disregard for his person the little Emperor 
took himself down-stairs. 

For Carlota all was over- When Napolecm’s Mlct arrived on 
the following morning, stamping her failure as irrevocable, she 
knew that in France she was an outcast. She spent another sleep- 
less night and longed for the dawn, her whole being filled with 
a nngle purpose. She must leave Paris and hasten to Rome. The 
Holy Father would help. 

At an inordinately early hour she was up and about her feverish 
tasks, when Doctor Bohuslavek entered an objection. He dis- 
approved of a direct trip to Rome without first stopping at Mira- 
mar and waiting for i^tructions from Mexico. Beside^ the 
Empress’s neurotic state made an immediate delay imperative. 
By means of deeping powders, administered surreptitiously, he 
was able to restore Carlota to a degree erf compesure. She rested a 
few days and even allowed herself to be lured on a shepping tour 
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with her ladies. She bought a new hat. But her xuind was not on 
fashions. 

Somewhere in her childhood setting she had seen Albrecht 
Durer’s wood engravings erf the Revelation of St. John. The Four 
Horsemen — War, Famine, Pestilence, Death— had frightened her 
from infancy. They haunted her now, and all of them looked very 
much like Napoleon. 

She began to speak incoherendy and to gesticulate as if in answer 
to some imseen presence. Unmistakable symptoms of derange- 
ment caused Bohuslavek to suspect something more than nervous 
exhaustion. He remembered that Carlota’s mother, Belgium’s 
“Holy Queen,” had died of religious mania. Had the Empress 
of Mexico inherited the taint and was this the beginning of mental 
disintegration? It certainly seemed to be, for her waking hours 
were dominated by a fixed idea. Napoleon’s iniquity must be ex- 
posed. She thought of the French Emperor as the symbol of all 
that was vile; in her scorn she reduced him to a mere pronoun 
to which, however, she accorded the formality of a capital letter. 
On August twenty-second her grief and rage found expression on 
paper. She wrote again to Maximilian, falling into French where 
German failed her. 

“Darling: In tne morning I am leaving for Miramar via 
Milan, which will prove to you that I have achieved exaedy 
nothing. . . . But there remains the satisfaction of having de- 
feated their arguments, tom down their dishonest pretexts, 
and in the end having won a moral victory for you. Neverdie- 
less. He has turned against us, and no power cm eardt is df 
any avail, feu: He has Hell on Us fide and we have n<m You 
must not believe that the oppeuition comes firom outfid^ 
for He himself appoints legislative Imdies to do his will; nor 
is this professed anxiety abwt the United &ates the real rea- 
son fcHT his stubbornness. He wants to ccunmit a long pre- 
meditated crim^ not through fear or change <rf heart, ex far 
any motive whatever, but o^y because He is the incarnation 
of villainy cm earth and means to destroy whsU is good. It 
is because men do not see the perversity of his acmems that dtey 
adore hsn. 
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“Up to tibe last I interrupted him pour parer et ignorer le 
refus [in order to parry and prevent his refusal], but it is ob- 
vious that He alone chooses to be unmerciful, for the least of 
his ministers would have softened. I can assure you of this 
much, that for me He is the Devil in person; at our last 
meeting his expression would have made your hair stand on 
end, and this ugliness was a reflection of his soul. . . . He has 
never loved you, for He is incapable of loving. Like a 
viper He fascinated you with tears that were as false as his 
words, and with deeds that were perfidy. You must be freed 
from 1^ claws as soon as possible. 

“Even while delivering his final no, by which He knew you 
would be ruined, his conduct was oily. A genteel Mephistoph- 
eles, He kissed my hand; but I can recognize pantomime 
for I have seen through him twice. It still appalls me to realize 
that the world has never known and never will know his like, 
but le rigne touche h sa fin [the reign touches its end] and soon 
we shall again be able to get our breath. 

“You probably think I am exaggerating, but conditions here 
absolutely resemble the Apocalypse, with Babylon on the 
Seine fitting the picture; it makes hardened skeptics believe 
in God when they can see the Devil so close at hand. - . . 

“As a direct result of my visit le vin est divoUS [the wine 
has certainly been spilled] for humanity to judge and con- 
demn. 1 got a peep at the records of the Finance Commission, 
another putrid afiair from start to finish. Count de Germiny 
promised to pay the poor legations, which will be something at 
least— provided he does it; everything they tell you here is 
untrue. But you must not believe that I grovel before these 
pecple. I just tear ofl their masks and then thunder at them, 
without getting vulgar, to be sure. They have probably never 
in their lives been more mortified. . . . 

“I can not understand their willingness to let you abdicate. 
It seems to me that you ought to hold <m, because the day is 
coming when He will be dethroned and France as well as the 
whole of Europe will sec that their interests arc furthered by 
an empire in Mexico. The Old World is crumbling be- 
cause He has his finger in every pie; you can smdl him in the 
bloodshed of all the nations struggling for unity. He uses 
Prim and Bismarck as his agents and spreads a network of 
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propaganda across the map, laughing at those whom He has 
victimized. There’s no defying him except from the other 
side of the Atlantic. 

“Austria is changing into a Magyar state and will soon col- 
lapse. In Italy they have a financial depression, while Spain 
is ablaze with unrest You have nothing to hope for in this 
hemisphere where He would destroy you with his hate, 
for He can scarcely bring himself to utter your name. I 
advise you to dismiss his hirelings and to control your army 
without French interference, otherwise you will be lost The 
whole m ilitary question proves this. If you can enlist native 
sympathy success is still possible, but never again put your 
trust in the French. If the truth about your situation were 
really known abroad, money would pour into your treasury 
from all sides, for even the French people are materially con- 
cerned in this matter in view of their foreign trade. 

“I shall be overjoyed when you send for me. Don’t plan to 
come to Europe yourself because He will crush you; He 
wants to own everything from the North Cape to Cape Mata- 
pan. Call me back after you have emancipated yourself from 
him in Mexico. It is quite apparent that my presence here 
has been the worst blow He bias had in years. I must also 
add that many charming people are tah^g a real interest 
in me. 

“I embrace you with all my heart Always your faithful 

“QlABtOTXE. 

’‘P.S. Naturally I have not lived here in the style you ex- 
pected. . . . But now I am receiving my inheritance and smne 
very fine jewels, among them a magnificent Golden Fleece £« 
you. . . .” (Presumably her father’s dec(»:ati<m. Maximilian, 

course had one.) 

This irratitmal piece of writing gave cndcnce that the Empress 
wralked already on the brink that darkness which was soon to 
enfold her forever. If her original plan to spad to R(xne over 
the shmteA route had been follower^ Carlota’s nerves would have 
sq^ped on the first day out of Paris. But ^ had gjven in to 
Bohoslavdk a}»i allowed iKrself to be omvinoed tihat a sojourn 
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at Miramar would prepare her for a successful interview at the 
Vatican. 

On August twenty-third the Mexican party finally got under 
way and left France, traveling through Aix-les-Bains, Elautecombe 
and the alpine pass of Mont Cenis. From here the Italian frontier 
could be sighted, causing Carlota to draw a deep breath of relief. 
She had escaped the poisoned atmosphere of Satan; "He” could 
harm her no more. 

The shifting scenes served to distract her from her preoccupa- 
tions. At Turin and in Milan she was met by old friends whose 
kind attentions warmed her heart At times she almost, though 
not quite, forgot Napoleon and his villainy. 

At Lake Como she occupied her father’s villa and brought out 
her pen and ink. She wrote Maximilian a tender as well as a 
sensible letter: 


Willa d’EstCi Lake Como. August 26, 1866. 

*Dearly Beloved! 

“Here in this land so full of memories belonging to the best 
years of our life, I think of you constantly and am impelled to 
send these lines on the heels of my Paris report. Everything 
here speaks of you; your Lake of Como, which you loved so 
much, stretches out before my eyes in blue serenity and it all 
looks the same — only you are over there, far, far away, and 
nearly ten years lie between then and now! Still, I remember 
things as if they had happened yesterday, and Nature bears wit- 
ness to those bygone moments of untarnished joy rather 
than to pain and disappointment. Every namc^ every event 
emerges once more from some unused nook in my brain, and I 
rejmee again in our Lombardy as though we had never left 
it; in these two days I have relived two years which once were 
precious to us. 

"If only you could be here to see the friendliness of these 
people. Early yesterday morning I went to mass before the 
tomb of San Carlo and also visited the cathedral which hap- 
pened to be crowded. People surrounded me in a moment, 
but it vras not from curionty as much as because of an endur- 
ing afiection which they stiU harbor. In nay bedroom I came 
upon a youthful portrait of you, put there cm purpose; no 
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doubt; it was inscribed Govematore Gcnerde dd Regno 
hombard<hV eneto. . . . And now I am hoping, dear treasury 
that you will be pleased with me. 1 am doing my utmost 
for your cause. . . . 

“llie moon has just come up and I can hear ^ging; it is all 
so indescribably beautiful. Ever your Chabloite.” 

While she was thus lo^ in reveries Bohudavek communicated 
with Prefect Radonetz at Mir amar , instructing him to prepare 
a reception for the Empress. In consequence of such forethcKigjbt 
the travelers crossed from Venice toward the port of Trieste and 
met with a happy surprise. The Austrian fleet under command of 
Admiral Baron Wilhelm von Tegetthofi lay at anchor in the bay 
and fired a battery of salutes, while from the garlanded walls of 
the castle innumerable cheers rose up in greeting. 

Carlota had come home. 

On the landing pier she found Secretary Blado, recently arrived 
from Mezica He had brought the elder Iturbide boy from Paris 
for a holiday. The child beamed with anticipation and romped 
through the great mansiem with an efiervescence not unlike that <£ 
his small cousin at Cuernavaca. Carlota responded instantly to 
this stimulus. She discovered a loveliness about Mir amar which 
she had never seen before. Her wounded spirit yearned for sooth- 
ing flattery which the good people of Trieste were only too glad 
to shower upon her. With Frau von Radonete she ran tl^ough the 
rooms of the palace, stopping at every window and staring out in 
wonderment at the gardens Maximilian had planted. His palm- 
trees, weeping willows and cedars had reached their full growth 
and for many surrounding miles the Adriatic shore borrowed duir 
much-needed shade. All this was described in enthusia^ rqxsarts 
to Mexico. 

“It will bring you sati^ctioQ,” wrote Carlota at Marie Antoi- 
nette’s desk, “to hear that my Mexicans are enchanted with 
mar and that I myself am just beginning to appreciate it to the full. 
Like a child I am entnuKcd by every triflb. In the dining-roexB 
I found die imperial crown surmounting a dueld with the arms 
Mexico. Your <fld Doctor Jilek, who feels very bhter and says he 
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still objects to the c:q)edition, has wreathed it with a mass of 
thorns.” 

The Adriatic sunshine seemed to restore Carlota both physically 
and mentally to perfect health. She wore her Paris hat and visited 
the Burgomaster of Trieste In her free moments she reviewed 
her recent happy experiences in Italy. “Just think, the King made 
a special trip from Rovigo to Padua in order to greet me While I 
sat in the Padua station, Victor Emmanuel settled down beside me 
and r.i ttatlfflla (the senator Giorgio, Count Cittadella-Vigodarzere) 
remained outside, but I called him in and inquired about the wel- 
fare of the Venetians since our departure, whereupon he said 
emphatically ‘Ce mdto desordine [there’s much disorder].’ Both 
spoke the lang ua ge of the future and left me with a conviction that 
Italy is going to be a great power. I liked the King much better 
than I used to. Once he rolled his eyes like Jeanningros [a French 
colonel in the Mexican army]. He asked me to thank you for your 
courtesies toward him, and to tell you that he loves you because, 
as he put i^ you have ‘de si bonnes idSes [such good ideas].’ He is 
a big-hearted man and he has an undying faith in Italy where, 
incidentally, he plays a far more important rdle than is supposed. 
I would say that he is one of the wisest sovereigns in Europe, for 
he is dose to the people. . . .” 

With remarkable accuracy she predicted coming events: 
“Europe is due fear a series of convulsions which will last many 
years. Austria is gcong to lose all her lands. . . . But we, on the 
American continent, arc in the prime of life and need only 
dvilizing influences and strong men to attain a prosperity never 
known before. Somehow European matters strike me by contrast 
as mere toys. Everything is on such a small scale, but one does 
not peredve this until one has been away, as we have. The glory 
of the House of Hapsburg crossed the seas with the name of one of 
its last triumph^ Novara. Over here it has been sinking with the 
sun, but it will rise again on that c^er shore. Remember that 
the motto of your forefathers was F/us Ultra. Charles the Fifth 
led the way as you have fdlowed. Do not regret t-b^ for God’s 
hand is over us as it was over him.” 

The leitmotif of her existence had retained. ^ rdterated h 
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tx> herself and to those around her: "We must not lose hope!” 

While she was thus beguiling herself with rainbow-hued £ai^e% 
conditions were less cheerful at the Tuileries, where the Emperor 
Napoleon gnawed the end of his penholder. He was enga^d in 
composing a long-deferred reply to Maximilian’s ^egram of con- 
gratulation. The pdht that disturbed his Majesty was the ques- 
tion of tone. Did Maximilian know the details of his wife’s Paris 
visit? If so, one must be cool. On the odier hand, that poor lady 
had doubtless sufiered a temporary derangement which— after 
passing over— might dim her memory and preclude an exact ac- 
count o£ what had happened. In that case, one was fraternal. 
L’Empereur decided in favor ctf the latter. He stopped chewing 
and with a great flourish wrote: 


"St. Cloud, August 29th, 18^. 

“Sir, my brother — 

“It gave us a vast pleasure to welcome the Empress Charlotte, 
although I found it painful not to be able to fulfil the requests 
which she addressed to me. It so happens that we are ap- 
proaching a decisive moment with Mexico, and your Majesty 
will have to adopt some sort of heroic resolutkm since ^ere 
is no time for fukher half-measures. 

"Let me begin by informing your Majesty that I can not 
laid Mexico another, silver or another man. Hiis detail 
being disposed aC, there remains the question of what your 
Majesty will do. Are you able to maintain yoursdf thnm^ 
your own resources will you be forced to ab£cate? In ^ 
former case I can arrange for my troops to remain you 
until xSdy, but in die latter I would have to take btho' stqis, R 
seems to me that your Majesty ought to try a pubfle appeal, 
explaining the noble ambidon that first prompted you to 
accq)t the mandate oflered by an impressive numbo' of Modr 
can citizens; nea^ you might announce that inamnoumaMe 
distacies now cempd you to rdinquhh your post, if they 
allow this to baj^ica you may sdll t^<? advanta^ of the pres- 
ence tf the Froich army and {nopose an election of a new 
government. 

"Tour M«d^ mu^ underhand how uni^asant it is fiir 
me to be gc^ iaio smft detdL but we can pet afkitd to hdt 
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ourselves any longer with fallacies. It is essential that the 
Mexican problem, as far as it touches France^ should finally 
be solved. 

“In conclusion, I ask your Majesty to believe that I shall 
continue to cheri^ a fcelmg of deepest sympathy for you, and 
that I long to alleviate— as far as my power will permit— the 
grief which must assail you in these hours of trial. 

‘Termit me to repeat to yom- Majesty my assurance of high 
esteem and true friendship with which 1 remain, 

“Your Majesty’s good brother, 
“Napoleon.” 

This letter should convince posterity that the Emperor of France 
by no means enjoyed playing the part of a scoundrel. Despite his 
aedem^ largely forced upon him by political trends over which 
he had no control, Napoleon’s compassion went out to Maximilian. 
At that last meeting with Carlota dour words were spoken, yet he 
did not hold a hysterical woman responsible for the vituperations 
she had hurled against him. In fact, he knew he deserved them. 
But if die had slapped his iacc, Napoleon could not have changed 
his course of policy without endangering his own throne— a throne 
from which he was destined to tumble before long because he 
could not win the war cf 1870. Carles had been right; France 
was a hard taskmaster. Monarchs who did not bring her glory 
were cast upon the rubbish heap. 

Napoleon’s last efEort in Maximilian’s behalf his advice to 
abdicate while abdication was pmsible; lacked no sincerity. But 
tke Mexican Emperor had just received Carlota’s latest dispatches 
from Miramar, in which sbe quoted the Garibaldians recklesdy 
assuring her: 

“VEmperem MaidtnEien entrmnera to$ae f Europe avec Iml 
[The l^peror Maximilian will sweq> aU Europe with him!]” 

He was stirred up by ho: new faith in his cause. Besides, 
Carima’s frantic report from Paris 1 «I him to mistrust Naprdeon’s 
motives, frsr it was obvious that Louis loved no <Hie but himsdf . 

The rhapsodies frmn Miramar continued: “If you triumph over 
circamstance^ as I know you can, cdmiists will poor into Mexico 
from Europe and dsewb^ Youra will be the best empire in die 
world. &irely you are not tempted to trade a thnme which 
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dominates both oceans for your former location in Venice, where 
you commanded scarcely two million people bled white by tax- 
ation. I am only trying to give you a picture of the wretched con- 
dition's prevailing even in Italy, not to mention the rest of degener- 
ate Europe.” 

Such words as these caused him to ding more doggedly to a post 
which he had long ago wished to abandon. Perhaps Carlota was 
right. Perhaps there was no place for him in the Old World. 
And was it not conceivable that France might be jealous of his fine 
empire, so that Napoleon’s counsd amounted to just one more 
stroke of perfidy ? Guileless by nature, Maximilian’s temperament 
imderwent a momentary change. He sent a wily reply: 

“Chapultepec, October 8, 1866. 
‘To His Majesty the Emperor of the French. 

“Sir, my brother — 

“I shall take advantage of Commandant Loysel’s imminent 
trip in order to thank your Majesty for the amiable message 
addressed to me from St. Cloud on August twenty-ninth last, 
which I read on the third of this month at Cuernavaca. 

“It is my duty to convey gratimde to your Majesty and the 
Empress Eugfriic for the manner in which you were good 
enough to welcome my wife. In a recent letter she described to 
me her emotions at the reception your Majesties accorded her. 

“In regard to the political portion of your letter, my con- 
science stands in the way of a decisive reply. I am handicapped 
by my position which forces me to ponder seriously any step 
upon which would depend the fate of so many loyd ad- 
herents. But, whatever Providence may hold in store, your 
Majesty must be aware of my sentiments and the degree of 
my attachment. I ask your Majesty to impart a salutation 
to the Empress, and to assured that esteem and friend- 
ship withi which 1 also am, 

“Your Majesty’s good brother, 
“MAXIMaiAN.” 

It was the retort courteous. Crammed with dual meanings it 
made a fitting link in this tragedy o£ errors, the end of which 
drew inexorably nearer. 



Chapter 7 


On September sixteenth, Mexico’s national holiday, Miramar 
celebrated a fiesta. Fireworks, which had annoyed Carlota at 
Chapultepec, now gladdened her heart. She stood on the terrace 
by ^e sea watching the cascade of lights bursting across the 
horizon, and her thoughts were far away. Nostalgic memories 
began to envelop her as she followed the upward flight of glitter- 
ing sparks but took no notice of their descent in darkness, and 
suddenly the symbolic play of fire stirred her to renewed action. 
Why was she tarrying here, forgetful of her mission ? Why was 
she wasting time when Mexico’s future lay in the balance? Plus 
Ultra! She must speed on, higher, higher, to the very court of the 
Infinite. 

That same night she demanded to set out by boat for Venice. 
Only a warning that all ships reaching Italy were quarantined, 
due to an epidemic of cholera that raged in the Grecian islands, 
caused her to delay her purpose another twenty-four hours. Pre- 
fect Radonelz was added to the imperial suite as the party rolled 
out of Trieste by post-chaise on the morning of September 
eighteenth. Secretary Blasio and the bursar Kuhacsevich had been 
sent ahead to Rome where they were to find accommodations for 
the Empress and smooth out difficulties. 

Carlota started on the Journey in a happy, almost gay, frame of 
mind. But this condition did not endure, for as soon as she found 
herself upon the open road again her mind began to focus on the 
business ahead. She remembered the terrible days in Paris. Was 
it posfible that fiiilure awaited her for the second time? Slowly 
she mulled it all over and over in her brain, exhausting her energies 
with morbid anticipation. TTie fatigue of the trip did the rest The 
Empress arrived at Botzen in a state of anxiety bordering upon 
collapse. 

Castillo, who helped her from the carnage, noticed that she was 

2o8 



THE CURTAIN 259 

trembling. On the threshold of a small ion he paused to regard 
her more closely. 

‘Tour Majesty does not feel well?” 

Carlota shook her head and now an expression of alarm spread 
over her face. “I have been poisoned,” she declared with vdie- 
mcnce, “in heaven’s name double your vigilance !” And, as Castillo 
tried to calm her, she finished abruptly: “I vsdll not go to Rome; 
I am turning back.” 

This left her retinue in a quandary. What was to be done? Did 
the Empress mean what she was saying? 

Carlota had grown impatient. “Back to Miramar,” she cried 
petulantly, “do you hear?” 

Yes, she meant it. A telegram was sent on to Blasio and Ku- 
hacsevich who meanwhile must have reached Mantua. They 
were told to cancel all plans and return at once. 

While this went on Carlota retired to a guest room where the 
innk eeper’s wife served her a simple supper. She grew mellow 
again after appeasing her hunger, and now, before dropping into 
bed, she brought out from her handhag an unfinished note to 
Maxim ilian . Within a few days Blasio was leaving for Mexico 
where the Emperor had need of him. She must send more instruc- 
tions to her lonely Maxi, lest he weaken. 

“The Mexicans loved you from the first, as an individual 
[she exhorted], their flag is your flag and you are the nation, 
or, as Julrez calls himself, El Soberano. You must proclaim 
to all Mexico that you are the Emperor; nobody has any real 
use for presidents. Nor can you as an emperor’s son call your- 
self prefident, so don’t encourage unnecessary elections. Make 
them bow to you. A republic is no more than Protestantism, 
namely une mardtre [a stepmother] ; whereas the monarchy 
is matikind’s haven. A monarch is a good shepherd, while 
presidents are mercenaries; that absolutdy espresses the pednt 
If you could get the Mexicans to see it this way aU your troubles 
would be over, and we would receive help from all quarters. 
As for troops you will need very few once the rebellion 
dies down; and then, there you will be, aedaimed before all 
die world by your own happy subjects. . . .” 
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As she wrote she became intoxicated with the easy flow of her 
pen. Like many imaginative persons she had the faculty of 
hypnotizing herself with words; she was held spellbound by her 
own excursions in composition. In fac^ she perked up again. 
She wasn’t poisoned at all! Mathilde must hurry and tell that poor 
Senor Castillo they were going on to Rome anyway. Counter- 
instructions were to be sent to Mantua that very nighL 

On the following day a special train carried the imperial party 
to the border, where the Austrian garrison made obeisance to the 
Empress of Mexico. Across the line the Italians took up the strain 
and fSted Carlota with music and parades, for despite previous 
political discord, the Lombardo-Vcnetians remembered Maxi- 
milian and his consort “as individual^” not as pawns in the game 
of statesmanship. 

It gradfled Carlota to know that her Maxi remained to date the 
only monarch against whom no personal enemy had actually 
raised his hand. Not long ago a young man cracked his walking- 
stick on Queen Victoria’s head as that busy lady took the air in 
Hyde Park. Seven attempts were made on Ae British matriarch’s 
life, almost as many on that of Napoleon III, two on Franz Joseph, 
and as for the Tsars of Rusaa— history lost count. 

The royal progress through Italy was indeed a joyful one. Re- 
ception after reception met Carlota along her way. The authori- 
ties of Reggio had decked themselves in full dress for a Ixmcheon 
served in her honor at the palazzo of the Cavaliere Ferrari- 
CorbellL Farther on, in Bologna, the plumed Bcrsaglicri tro<^s 
escorted her through their city and lastly, at Foligno just outside 
Rom^ a colossal banquet awaited the travelers who by now were 
overfed and weary from loss of sleep. Shortly upon arriving, the 
Empress was seized with another attack of tremors, followed by 
violent palpitations of the heart. Senora del Barrio protested 
against further exertions for her mistress whereupon the retinue 
did honor to the dinner but Carlota went to bed. 

Late the next evening, in a sluicy downpour of rain, the Eternal 
City was reached and straightway the imperial party put up at 
another Grand Hotel. Beginning with the name of ^e hostelry, 
the R(»nan visit was destined to duplicate Carlota’s Paris eiperience 
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in more ways than one. There was the parallel of the go-between. 
Like Napoleon, Pope Pius IX heard of her arrival and tried to avoid 
a meeting with his fair petitioner by sending his representative^ 
Cardinal Giacomo Antonelli, to deflect the lady &om her course. 
At the same hour which Eugenie had chosen, liie Cardinal (who 
held the offices of Minister-President and Minister for Foreign 
Affairs in the Papal States) ascended the hotel stairs with a flourish 
of skirts. He had come to pay Carlota an afternoon visit 

“I greeted him,” wrote the Empress in her notes for that day, 
“on the upper landing of the stairs. In his red cassock and mantle 
he looked quite picturesque and imposing. A whole hour went by, 
during which he listed for me all my consort’s sins against the 
Church, adding that there could never be any sort of concordat.” 

It was difficult to interrupt the capable Antonelli, for his vo- 
ciferations were kept up regardless of whether inhalation or ex- 
halation engaged his sturdy lungs. As a final parting gesture he 
played an ecclesiastic trump. He broke into Latin. Long after his 
Eminence had vanished, Carlota remained standing in the exact 
middle of the carpet, the canonical and historic papal “Non 
possumu/’ drumming in her ears. 

And now hope was dying within her. She had no peace. Daily 
she wandered through Rome in the stifling heat, with Senora dd 
Barrio trotting faithfully behind her. From the heights of the 
Pincio she would gaze down upon the panorama of the Tiber city, 
plotting always new methods whereby she might obtain entrance 
to the Vatican for a personal interview with the Pope. Bathed 
in perspiration both ladies would return to the hotel, there to 
receive callers from the local aristocracy and the diplomatic corp& 
Through these persons, as well as others who signed the visitors’ 
book, the Empress constantly endeavored to further her plan. At 
length the Austrian Embassy interceded for her and on September 
twenty-seventh, at eleven o’dock in the morning, the Holy Father 
was prepared to grant an audience. 

As long as he had relented, the Pop^ like Napoleon^ determined 
to do things right, He indulged in the grand gesture and placed 
at Carlota’s disposal the state coach, drawn by four %anidi barb^ 
as wdl as an e8cpf^<^l]|s own cuirassiers. 'When the Emjuess ^ 
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rived at the Vatican she found the Papal Guards (in their obsolete 
costumes, designed by Michelangelo) flanking the central stair- 
case straight to the throne-room. The Holy Father, however, was 
not alone. High dignitaries surrounded his person so that the 
meeting was in no danger of becoming unoflidal. 

With almost superhuman effort Carlota forced her wits to meet 
this last challenge. She genuflected to kiss the Pope’s foot, but he 
granted exemption by gently lifting her face to his ring. She 
waited for the benison, then, without flinching, broke the immense 
silence with her plea: 

“I am not her^ your Holiness, to beg for gold or soldiers. 
I can not even hope for the concordat, although it would win my 
husband all the adherents he lost in has own empire 

She paused, gasping for breath. She was growing a trifle dizzy; 
the strain of picking each word with careful attention to its fitness, 
its shading, overtaxed her strength. She felt herself weakening. 
But no, it would pass over, it must pass over— there was so much 
more to say. 

“I have come,” she began again, “with one request Your Holi- 
ness must reason with the Emperor Napoleon, commanding him 
to keep an honorable pledge. It is easy, it will cost your Holiness 
no more than the effort of writing a note ” 

Again she stopped, and this time a gray pallor spread over her 
face. She looked as if she were about to faint Pius IX, already 
much relieved by the discovery that no concessions would be de- 
manded of the Holy Se^ decided to continue the audience privately 
so that he nnight be able to offer the Empress a chair. He motioned 
both their suites to withdraw, and himself led Carlota into an 
adjoining room. 

This simple action, intended merely for her comfort since she 
looked so ill and unable to stay on her f eet^ completely unbalanc ed 
the afiSicted woman. It was the first resptmse she had encountered 
since the beginning of her long pilgrimage, and, although the 
Pc^’s solicitude concerned itself with her physical distress only, 
she quite misunderstood her position. At last, she reflected, here 
was protection. Here was the fidr tribunal before which she could 
enumerate the many wrongs she had suffered; now she would find 
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a just hearing. Seated upon a carved Dante chair she tried to 
assemble her thoughts but the growing disorder of her brain en- 
gulfed her. She could remember only one thing— the poison. 

“Santissimo Padre" she cried, and her voice pierced the walls of 
the chamber, "ho phuror—l am afraid. . . .” 

Before the Head of Christendom had quite recovered from this 
shock she rushed up to him, pointing behind her with a fluttering 
hand. "Questo Luigi Napoleone e la sua Eugenia mi hanno in- 
venincao—^&j have poisoned me!” With a disdainful toss of her 
small head she spat out that name “Eugenia.” And now, with 
these two ogres materializing so vividly before her eyes, she began 
to see others who were bent upon murdering her. Bohuslavek, 
the doctor, with his sleeping powders. Castillo and del Valle, 
hovering about her with a display erf concern that was positively 
revolting. Ah, and that Doblinger woman who combed her hair — 
might not each pin be dipped in some lethal substance which would 
act slowly, insidiously? Those headaches, those splitting head- 
aches that bothered her of late, they came from hairpins that had 
been tampered with! The Holy Father must order the arrest of 
her entire suite. No, not Senora del Barrio; there was a faithful 
soul. But the rest, she did not give a fig for them. They must be 
instantly punished. 

Pio Nono found himself in a dire dilemma. Certainly in propos- 
ing a private interview he had anticipated nothing of this sort. 
Casting papal dignity to the four winds, he scampered from the 
room on noiseless slippers and summoned the imperial retinue. 
With graphic waving of arms he reported the scene that had jtist 
taken place and urged that the Empress’s companions leave im- 
mediately for another hotel. Senora del Barrio, meanwhile, must 
endeavor to quiet her mistress and remove her from the Vatican, 

Bohuslavek at first objected. Were they not all responsible to 
their master for the Empress’s safety? It was treason to abandon 
her, ill as she viras, in a strange dty. But his Holiness remained 
firm. Carlota must somehow be convinced that her suite would 
spend the night in jaih The Pope had caught a desperate gleam in 
her eye; he was taking no chances. Sadly the group left 
die Vatican, while SefioTa dd Barrio accompanied his Holiness 
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who tiptoed back to the room where his visitor still sat alone upon 
a carved Dante chair. 

Carlota had calmed down again. She had got her fears o£E her 
chest and now she felt much better. Happy that the Pope was 
ready to take up the feud with her enemies, she was perfectly 
willing to go away with dear del Barrio. But Pio Nono must 
promise to pay them a return visit They would pour him a cup 
of that nice “muddled” chocolate, which they had brought from 
Mexico. It had cinnamon sprinkled over the top, and there was a 
clever way of beating it up with a twirling-stick. Wishing no 
argument, the Holy Father agreed without reservation to any and 
all plans. Under the stress of the moment his ccmscience would 
have licensed approval of every prank the Empress might suggest 
What he chose to do after the irresponsible lady had left the shelter 
of his roof was quite another matter. 

At the hotel that nigbt Carlota’s tranquil mood continued un- 
changed, so that Senora del Barrio felt safe in ordering dinner to 
be served in a secluded mezzanine parlor. But as soon as the 
clatter of dishes aiught her attention the Empress began to sniff 
and peer about. Her suspicions had returned and, although she 
made no complaint, she refused to touch anything on the taKU . 
Once she caught sight of the waiter bearing a bowl of fruits and 
nuts. She summoned him to her side and carefully inspected his 
wares, poking and squeezing them with inuch ado. When she had 
made sure that peels and shells were truly intact she kept an orange 
and a few filberts. These she would eat in her room. The perse- 
cution msmia that was first possessing her did not lack a degree of 
consistent logic. 

When bedtime came she refused to retire. Instead, she remained 
in a rocker on her balcony through half the night, reflecting that 
her t6te-S.-t&e with the Pope had not lasted long enough. Her dis- 
closures were not nearly ended. Despite the fact that La distant 
Mexico Pio Nono’s intractability had enraged ha:, she now felt 
that he was her only prop, the only being worthy of her confidence. 
And there were staggering revelations she must yet mak^ to him 
in regard to the canning of her foes. 

On the morrow, after the m<wt perfunctory toilet, she 
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forth with her lone companion. A cab was hailed and by eight 
o’clock the two ladies had reached the famous Fountain c£ Trevi. 
Here Carlota, who had taken no liquid for days, cupped her hands 
and drank of the freshly spouting water. And now, pretending 
to follow an abrupt impulse which must have hovered clearly 
in her mind, she ordered the driver to head straight for the Vati- 
can. 

At the gates of the Pope’s palace they did not recognize her and 
paid no attention to any demands for admission. It was Sehora 
del Barrio who finally established a satisfactory identification 
whereupon Carlota was led into the Supreme Pontiffs presence. 
His Holiness had just sat down to breakfast when, pale as a ghost, 
yesterday’s visitor stood again before him. 

Even in the brief spell a single night the Empress’s malady 
had left dire traces on her face. Her fine eyes seemed to be falling 
back into their sockets. From these unsuspected depths the green- 
drcled pupils borrowed a furtive and uncanny quality. Pio Nono 
shivered. 

And now Carlota rushed forward, while a hectic flush colored 
her cheeks. She was about to recite a minute tabulation of crimes 
which her murderers were at this very moment plotting against 
her, when the delicate vapor of hot chocolate was wafted in her 
direction. She stopped in her tracks searching the room. And 
now her eyes fell upon the Pope’s breakfast tray and the steaming 
potion in his cup. A mound of whipped cream floated atop the 
succulent liquid. 

It seemed to her that she had gone without food for days. Her 
throat was again parched with thirst At sight of the Pope’s ap- 
petizing pabulum she could not resist the pangs of hunger. She 
made a limge for the tray and immersed three fingers of her right 
hand into the cup. . . . Her story, the vital mission she had 
crossed an ocean to perform, all was lost in a disjointed stammer 
of meaningless ejaculations. Only one thing was dear— she 
had been forced to starve herself, because she was so afraid. 

At this point her powers of deduction leaped to a startling con- 
dusion. Since there were dangers lurking everywhere ^e would 
stay at die Vatican, for here alone could she fed safe. The Popt^ 
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who meanwhile had endeavored to snatch a portion of his break- 
fast, choked on a piece of buttercake. 

“Madams” he e:q)ostulated, “that is impossible ! Madame must 
leave the Vatican at this moment for it is the hour of my official 
audiences.” 

When it became clear to her that she was retarding the papal 
business, Carlota promptly suggested that a guide might show her 
about the establishment while his Holiness was occupied. There 
was nothing for it but to leave her in charge of Colonel Bossi, of 
the Vatican gendarmerie, in whose obliging company she in- 
q)ectcd the gardens and the library. While she was outdoors 
another fountain caxight her eye and she asked for a glass. After 
d rinking from it she slipped the glass into her hand-bag and would 
not release it again. 

Toward noon the Holy Father made inquiries and learned to 
his acute dismay that she was still there. Cardinal Antonelli was 
ordered to join Bossi throughout luncheon, which was served 
to the visitors in a private room. Carlota behaved her best. She 
was docile, witty, even a little gay— but she insisted upon eating 
from the same plate as her lady-in-waiting. After the brief repast 
she agreed to t^e a nap. 

It was now mid-aftemoon and the Pope’s embarrassment grew, 
for the Empress showed no inclination to return to her hotel. 
Overtures were made in this direction but Carlota declared that 
murderers were lying in wait for her behind every door; she 
would be in mortal danger if they forced her to spend the night 
dsewhere. Why not, she suggested slyly, let her have one of 
the reading-rooms just off the library ? Her pontifical host shook 
his head in protest. She pleaded. She cajoled. And finally, as 
darkness came, die wept bitterly, for great fears were upon her. 

“I can sleep on the pavement in the corridor,” she wailed, “if 
you have no other room!” 

In the face of her anguish they desisted. The papal house- 
keeper, Monsignor Bartdommeo Pacca, set up two cots and lighted 
a pair cf candelabra. Senena del Barrio took her unhappy mistress 
by the hand. Like a child, Carlota allowed herself to be undressed 
and put to bed. She fell instantly asle^, for she was w(»n out 
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When Carlota awoke she stared timidly at her surroundings. On 
learning where she was her meek and grateful attitude at once 
returned, for dhe prompdy recalled that an evil fate was dogging 
her footsteps. Perhaps, if she behaved very sweetly and caused 
no one the slightest bother, they might let her remain indefinitely 
under diis holy roof. There was always the chance, though, 
that they might not. In that case she had better make her will, 
for out in the world she was sure to be poisoned shordy, oh, 
very shordy. One must prepare for the end. Could some one 
fet(^ her paper and ink? Some one did. 

In a few moments she drew up her testament, leaving all her 
property and jewels to Maximilian, and setting aside small me- 
mentoes for her brothers as well as the faithful del Barrio. She 
finished with a note to her husband: 


“Rom^ October ist^ 1866. 

*My dearest Treasure! 

"I am saying good-by, for God may soon call me to him. But 
first I must diank you for the joy you always gave to me. May 
you be blessed with eternal happiness. Your devoted, 

“Charlotte.” 

When this task was completed and the Empress had partaken 
of a meager breakfast^ the Pope’s household wresded once more 
with the problem of her removal from the Vatican. At the slight- 
est hint in this respect she grew imresponsive and refused to stir. 
In desperation his Holiness had a telegram sent to Brussels, in- 
forming the King of Belgium of his sister’s unfortunate condition. 
While waiting for a reply the resourceful Cardinal Antonelli pro- 
posed to take Carlota for a morning ride in one of the papal 
i^ouches. But she saw through his ruse and flady turned down 
theofbr. 
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No sooner had she rejected this stratagem, which would most 
certainly have ended with her being deposited on the threshold 
of her hotel, than a more workable solution presented itself. Mon- 
signOT Pacca was on delightful speaking terms with the Mother 
Superior of the near-by Convent of St. Vincent where, not infre- 
quently, he gleaned advice on questions of gastronomy. An in- 
vitation nught be obtained for Carlota to visit the pious sisters and 
the model orphanage over which they held sway. The suggestion 
was followed with alacrity and by noon the good prioress arrived 
in a decrepit conventual hack. She was a dimpl^ rosy creature 
who instantly won the confidence of both Empress and lady-in- 
waiting. A bit cramped for space, the three women soon rumbled 
back over the cobbled streets for an inspection tour of the children’s 
home. 

During the trip Carlota veiled her face with a scarh to prevent 
any one from recognizing her. 

The afternoon at the nunnery passed without mishap until 
a lay sister persuaded her Majesty to investigate the scullery re- 
gions. In the kitchen a toothsome ragout simmered in its juices. 
The hospitable cook ofiered the Empress a small serving. Carlota’s 
nostrils quivered and she accepted the dish, but before tasting its 
contents her glance fastened upon a speck of lint lodged between 
the prongs of her fork. Blood left her cheeks. 

“ilie knife and fork were not polished,” she carped, “there is 
poison on them!” Before the cowled assembly she dropped to 
her knees and prayed a Sdve Re^na because her enemies had 
once more been foiled. 

Still her reason wandered. She stood up again and let her eyes 
scan the stove, fixing this time upon a kettle of boiling soup. 
Hunger gnawed at her vitals, for in her absorption with formulat- 
ing a testament dbie had eaten almost nothing that mcmiing. The 
broth bubbled merrily, and it looked so hannless. Before any one 
could guess what she might be about, the Empress had plunged 
her hand into the pot and was fishing for a joint of meat. Her 
fingers were shriveled by the scalding, aiul as they led her to the 
infirmary where the raw wound was bandaged ^e fainted with 
pain. 



While she lay insensible some one hit upon the idea of hurrj^ 
her back to the hotel. She was lifted into a cab, but at the momei 
of starting she regained consciousness and screamed for help. Wit 
diflEculty the carriage doors were clapped shut. After a wild rat 
through Rome the hotel was reached, but here Carlota woul 
not get out In full sight of a gaping crowd of onlookers tw 
porters had to grip her wrists and propel the Empress across tl 
sidewalk. 

And now she remained locked in her room with no one bt 
Senora del Barrio in attendance. All meals were prepared undt 
her own supervision, with her companion tasting each dish bcfoi 
Carlota would consent to eat Soon even this precaution did m 
satisfy her. A kitten was obtained and the Empress watched 
lap up milk and nibble at viands. Once the milk soured, due t 
the summer heai^ and the animal spurned it Thereafter a 
liquids were banished from Carlota’s menu. Instead, there wei 
tiring excursions on foot or by cab to a different public fountai 
every day. Her^ with the tumbler she had filched from th 
Vatican, the Empress of Mexico quenched her thirst 
Meanwhile, although she did not know i^ her entire retmu 
had returned to the hotel and was watching over her with growin 
despair. It was decided among the gentlemen that Doctor B< 
huslavek must speed overseas and inform Maximilian oE his wife 
illness. Doctor Jilek at Miramar had already been notified and 
famous nerve specialist from Vienna was on his way to Trieste 
Carlota’s younger brother, the Count of Flanders, announced k 
arrival for the seventh of October. 

Two days before that date the Pope gave way to a merciful in 
pulse. On hearing the details of the convent visit he signed th 
concendat, a draft of which Carlota had presented to him on he 
first appearance at the Vatican. His HoHness also wrote a nott 
it disclosed that Ho Nono was an observing man. 

•‘Maesih: 

“I am returning the document your Majesty submitted, and 
^all be delighted to have you keq> that glass. In my daily 
prayers 1 beg diat God may restore your peace of mind and 
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free you of those suspicions which cause you such wretdied- 

ness. I bless you wi^ all my heart “Pius DC” 

She had attained that which she had promised her adored Mad. 
But it came too late. Her mind, once brilliant and enviable, was 
now a total blank. 

With the arrival of the Count of Flanders a necessary change 
was made. Senora del Barrio, on the verge of a nervous collapse 
due to the prolonged strain, was put to bed for a few days in an 
adjoining room. WhUe the lady-in-waiting captured some much- 
needed sleep, the Belgian prince made a pretense at keying house 
for his sister. He hovered over the little spirit-stove, “cooking” 
a variety of masterpieces which were smuggled to him in their 
finished state from the hotel kitchens below stairs. He performed 
other small services, such as brushing the Empress’s hair, and 
buying a quaint silver heart with a special inscription on it: 

“A Maria Santissima, in riconoscenza di esser stata liberata da 
un pericolo di vita il 28. ^tbre, 1866. [To Mary Most Holy, in 
acknowledgment of having been saved from deadly peril on Sep- 
tember 28, 1866.] Carlotta, Imperatrice del Messico.” — ^Italian 
Virgins were addressed in Italian. 

Although it made him feel a triSe conspicuous to do so, Philip 
of Flanders carried the trinket to the Church of San Carlo, where 
he hung it as a votive offering on the nearest peg. 

A few days later, after Senora del Barrio had recovered her 
strength, they removed Carlota to Miramar by way of Ancona. 

It was November. The leaves had fallen and her heart was heavy 
with foreboding. The beauty of that marble villa had taken on 
a bleak austere accent which increased the sadness that filled Car- 
lota’s being. She wandered aimlessly abou^ but she did not rec- 
ognize the once familiar place. Professor Riedel, the alienist from 
Vienna, shook his head, and with the new year Carlota returned 
to Laeken— ^he home of her childhood— after a brief reign of only 
eighteen months. She was twenty-seven, and they had pronounced 
her incurably insane. 

At the German spa of Heiligenberg a f ourtecn-year-old girl kept 
an inccmsequential diary. On the thirty-first October, 1866, 
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Marie zu Erbach-Schonberg, Princess of Battenberg, used three 
exclamation points. “Mama read to me out of the newspapers 
details of the sad condition of the unfortunate Empress Charlotte 
of Mexico. Poor woman!— Poor Emperor Max! How bitterly 
they must regret ever having accepted the throne ofiered them by 
Napoleon!” 
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THE EPILOGUE 
Chapter 1 

Marshal Bazainr would bave been out of Mexico long ago, but 
he was trying to sell bis bouse. It was tihe handsome Pdacio 
Buena Vista, situated along the Cdle del Puente de Alvarado, 
which be had received from the Emperor Maximilian as a 
wedding-present. 

Most of the French troops had sailed, and those that remained 
behind did so because of loyalty to Maximilian’s cause rather than 
to that of their own government. In hict, as the twilight of his 
fantastic reign drew ever nearer, the Emperor of Mexico saw him- 
self surrounded by a small group of men — ^heterogeneous in ori- 
gin— who clung to him although he could not pay them, and 
whose sole purpose in life seemed to consist of foolhardy attempts 
to guard his safety while jeopardizing their own. 

But these were not Bazaine’s reasons for staying on. Early in 
the year 1867 the marshal and his wife^ who had recently given 
birth to a little Bazaine, sat at the semicircular windows of their 
mansion waiting for a purchaser. The building known as La Casa 
de Media Luna (the House of the Half-Moon) was much ad- 
mired because of its elegance and originality, but no one came 
to buy it. When at last Bazaine could stay no longer the great 
double portals were closed and shutters put up. People scorned 
the place. No one would live there. In modern times a dgarette 
factory moved in and is doing a thriving business. 

As far as the marshal was concerned, he would have waited 
indefinitely for a sale. But die United States Government at 
Washington became daily more disagreeable, watching his every 
move and inquiring testily as to the French commander’s reasons 
£<x not joining his homeward-bound legions. The confinement 
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df his q)ousc and a series of lesser alibis having outgrown their 
force, the old soldier finally wound up his affairs. On March 12, 
1867, Bazaine took sail, his ears having been lashed to a bright 
crimson by the parting words of the Mexican Councilor, Don 
Alejandro Arango y Escanddn: 

“Go then. Marshal, leave Mexico with your army; but carry 
with you the bitter conviction that you have done little for re- 
ligion, less for the Mexicans, and nothing, absolutely nothing for 
the honor of the French.” 

Captain J. J. Kendall (late of H. B. M. 44th and 60th regiments), 
an Fnglish soldier of fortune who served Maximilian for a time, 
contributed a personal opinion to the London papers: 

“I cannot but condemn [wrote Her Britannic Majesty’s sub- 
ject] the conduct of Marshal Bazaine during the latter portion 
of his sojourn in Mexico. He doubtless had instructions to do 
all he could to induce the Emperor Maximilian to abdicate, 
but he overstepped all bounds not only of diplomacy and of 
the laws of nations, but also of honour on the part of an 
ofEcer and a gentleman, to say nothing of the dignity of a 
Marshal of France. . . . Several pieces of cannon that he 
could not take with him were spiked at the gates of Mexico 
City; an immense quantity of surplus small arms and ammu- 
nition was thrown into die Viga Canal. On the mo rning 
before he left the city he is reported to have gone to the 
Emperor and to have demanded some paltry sum due for the 
lodging money of his ofBcers, threatening (if immediate pay- 
_ ment were not made) to sell by public auction all cannon be- 
longing to the Mexican army then in the city.” 

Whatever the nature of Bazaine’s last business transactions, mis- 
fortune overtodc the departing Fren chman on the road to Vera 
Cruz. A roving Juarista band explored his baggage and made off 
with a chest of solid gdd bars which doubtless had been destined 
to assuage the rigors a rainy day. Though always an excellent 
provider, the marshal was never able to repair this loss. He ended 
his career in France with no more than an honest citizen’s um- 
brdUa. 
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Having prevailed against Napoleon III up to this point, the 
authorities at Washington now turned to the problem of evicting 
Maximilian from Mexico. In various states of the Union excitable 
orators wrestled with the matter. Mr. Samuel S. Co:^ a rqpre- 
sentative from Ohio, advocated action: “We ought to be prepared 
not only to say, but to make it effectual, that no crown shall be 
established on this continent.” 

In Paris, although the Mexican bubble had been at last forsaken, 
the attitude of Mr. Seward and his associates continued to arouse 
indignation. Even if it had been propitious to recall the Foreign 
Legion from the American continent, this was no reason for ap- 
proving the dictatorial policy of the United States. The Yankees 
were trying to lord it over the entire Latin race. Baron J6r6me 
David, an influential deputy, addressed the Corps Lfgislatif in 
Paris during the summer of 1866. He voiced a scathing indictment 
, of Unde Sam. The words employed by David found many an 
' echo in the Spanish-American countries of that day: 

“By what right and for what purpose do the United States 
interfere in the afiairs of Mexico ? The population of Mexico 
is composed of Creoles, half-breeds and Indians. There is no 
kind of analogy or rdation between the Mexican (Spanish- 
American) race and the Anglo-American. Manners, tempera- 
ment, language, religion,—^ differ, all are in opposition and 
contrast Is it to be expected that the one must conform to a 
type of government which happens to suit the other P—There 
is much talk of the Monroe Doctrine. Since when has a 
‘doctrine^’ enundated in a message to one nation, assumed the 
category of a ‘law’ for fordgn nations? The Monroe Doc- 
trine happens to be a paragraph in a political speech, foisted 
upon Latin America without a ‘by your leave.’ We could 
understand the United States becoming alarmed over an ag- 
gressive neighbor, or one jeopardizing the institutions of the 
Union. But simply because the government at Wadirngton 
happens to be republican in form, it caimot be contended that 
monardxies have no place in the New World.” 

Still, no matter how rational the speaker’s colleagues deemed 
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his argument^ the Gallic tricolore had folded up before the menac- 
ing blasts occasioned by the Stars and Stripes. Despite the proud 
adage that “France is not in the habit of marching, except to her 
own tune,” the red-trousers trotted obediently back to their ships. 
Nor had the authorities at Washington the slightest doubt that 
the Emperor Maximilian could be persuaded to do likewise, as 
indeed he might have, if the United States had chosen to deal with 
him personally. 

But north of the Rio Grande, Imperial Mexico was being severely 
ignored. Tlie prevailing attitude was one of spinosity which 
characterized even American representatives abroad, as is evi- 
denced in a letter from Mr. James E. Efervey, United States Envoy 
at Lisbon. On March 30, 1866, this diplomat wrote to his home 
office: 

“I have the honor to transmit a translation of an address 
delivered by the so-called Minister of Mexico (representing 
a j^son styling himself MAXIMILIAN TEEE FIRST, and 
claiming to be the Tuler of that country), on presenting his 
letters of credence in that capacity near this Court, and the 
reply of his Most Faithful Majesty to the same, as a part of 
die current history of the times, and not because cither the 
ceremonial or the occasion has the smallest importance in my 
estimation. ... I shall not hesitate to decline all official in- 
tercourse with the person in question, as I did with his pred- 
ecessor who came here from Madrid during the past year to 
establish diplomatic relations with Portugal.” 

Similarly, when Secretary Seward of the State Department had 
something to say about Maximilian, he referred to ffie Hapsburg 
scion as “that Austrian fellow.” If there were messages or de- 
mands to be addressed to Chapultepec, the American Minister in 
Paris, Mr. Bigelow, was' instructed to cmivcy them to the French 
Foreign M i ni ster, Drouyn de Lhuys, who rdayed the whole busi- 
ness to the “alleged Emperor of Mexico.” For Mr. Seward could 
not bring himself to aclmowledge Maximilian’s very presence on 
the American condnent as anything but an act of intrusion, and 
he would not communicate with the “usurper” directly from 
Washington. 
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It was only natural that any information on United States policy, 
if it reached Chapultepec at all, lost emphasis in transit^ quite 
apart from the fact that Maximilian could not grow seriously con- 
cerned over the cavils of a stranger who did not even accord him 
the courtesy of an address. When an occasional truculent ulti- 
matum from Mr. Seward confronted him (after a journey across 
the globe) the Emperor merely thought it an odd thing and placed 
it neatly upon a shelf. 

Up to now the powers at Washington had remained undecided 
as to a proper point of attack. The Monroe Doctrine alone did 
not appear, even to its sponsors, a sufficient pretext for going to 
war against Maximilian. Its main premise was directed against 
further conquest in the Western Hemisphere on the part of Euro- 
pean potentates. Napoleon III had violated this pr emis e, but 
Maximili an had not come as a conqueror. Since the removal of 
French troops, moreover, Maximilian’s presence in Mexico could 
no longer be construed as European aggression. The Mexi- 
can Emperor held office by virtue of an election on ihe part of a 
native monarchist group; he had not imposed himself upon the 
people. 

It was a tr ifling incident which ultimately gave Mr. Seward an 
advantage. In October of 1866 an American reporter was able, 
for the first time, to get hold of the Iturbide affair, which up to 
now had never been used as “copy.” The relatives of little Agustin 
lived comfortably on the French Riviera and never mentioned their 
agreement with Maximilian. But as soon as it had become gener- 
ally known that Napoleon was withdrawing his forces from over- 
seas, Alice de Imrbide began to worry about her child. She wrote 
a letter to M axim ilian asking for her son’s restitution, and at the 
same time appealed to Washington for aid in revoking the terms 
of the adoption. A newshawk carried the tale to his editor, who 
exploited it with true jomnalistic gusto. It made a perfect sob 
story. The picture of a yoimg mother (an American by buthi) 
robbed of her infant son— -who now languished in the dutches of 
a foreign tyrant— this proved too much for the tender sensibilities 
of a reading public. Countless enraged letters poured into the 
Department of State, demanding action. 

Mr. Seward was delighted. He harangued Mr. Bigdow across 
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the ocean, who h aran gued Monsieur Drouyn de Lhuys across the 
Seine, who 

But hlaxitnilian had just been told in a cable from Miramar 
that Carlota was desperately ill. The exact nature of her malady 
was not divulged, since Blasio and Bohxislavek were already en 
route with oral reports. 

“Who is this Professor Riedel ?” the Emperor asked his substi- 
tute physician, Dr. Samuel Basch. 

“Oh,” the latter replied innocendy, “he runs the lunatic asylum 
in Vienna.” 

It was only now that Maximilian imderstood. The blow numbed 
him. Nothing in all his life was ever to strike him more deeply. 
Nothing would ever matter so much as this. His mind went 
empty of all but a single thought— he must go to her. At once. 
Not another day in this land of shattered dreams, not another hour 
of struggle for a realm that crumbled in his grasp. . . . 

“It is two o’clock,” the voice of Doctor Basch was admonishing 
gendy. ‘Tour Majesty ought to lie down before the fever at- 
tack ” 

Fever? Yes, of course, he was having malaria these days. He 
must pamper himself and take his powders like every European in 
these ladtudes, while Carla sank into darkness somewhere beyond 
his reach. 

“No, Basch,” he said aAer a pause, “Fm afraid I can’t wait for 
the fever.” 

“But your Majesty ” 

Thie doctor’s distress was genuine. 

“It’s all right,” Maximilian answered a mute question, “you sec^ 
I must go away. She-^I can’t leave her like that ” 

Basch saw. He listened .to his master who talked on, as if to 
himself, in a heartbreaking monotone. 

“Carla needs. ipM. Mexico doesn’t. Mexico never needed me. I 
will give it all back to them, the throne, the crown, the boy. And 
I will go back to Miramar where — ^if we had known what we know 
now— we two would have been content,” 

It was the eighteenth of October, three days after the date on 
which Carlota ^d intended to sail foriMexicoi. Now he must go 
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and find her in a borderland from which there was no return. 

That night he gave orders for departure, as soon as possible, on 
the Austrian corvette Dandolo which lay at anchor in the harbor 
of Vera Cruz. He drew up a parting message to his ministry, 
and another to his military staff, in which he renounced all further 
attempts at domination. The courts martial, the fighting, the 
political persecutions, all must stop; the “Black Decree,” actually 
discarded long ago, was ofl&cially revoked on October 21, 1866, by 
a de facto annulment. 

On October twentieth, Maximilian wrote a letter to Alice de 
Iturbide, assuring her that her son would leave Mexico at once 
with his aunt, the ex-Princess Josefa. (Since the Iturbides them- 
selves, and not the Emperor, wished to break the terms of a strictly 
legal adoption, Maximilian requested that they drop their tides.) 
Josefa, who was enraged at her Yankee relative, relinquished her 
borrowed tiaras and her train in a torrent of abuse. She kissed 
the Emperor’s hand, wept copious tears, and bundled up the litde 
Iturbide, who wondered what all the fuss was about. 

"Qui pasa 7 'h.t asked in an imperious tone. “What’s the mat- 
ter?” 

Maximilian stroked his fair head. “Nothing, my child,” he 
said, and there was a note of relief in his voic^ “you are just being 
saved from calamity.” 

“Is that all ?” commented Agusdn, who was accustomed to adult 
rhetoric which he did not understand. 

The Emperor smiled. “Ye^ that is all.” He stooped to tuck 
the litde man’s sailor bib into his coat. “And now 1 am quite 
sure you won’t catch it.” 

The boy threw his arms around Maximilian’s neck. “I never 
do,” he said gravely. Their mysterious dialogue ended, as usual, 
in perfect tmderstanding^while a puzzled Aunt Jose^ stood by, 
shaking her head at such unadulterated nonsense. 

And so the Htde Iturbide left Chapultepec and the shadow dt a 
throne. He was taken to Europe where he lived in France for a 
while, and later in Hungary. He forgot both the Spanish and 
English dt his early childhood, for he spent most of his life in 
Magyar boarding sdiools. And after that^ he married a Baroness 
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Mikosch, without ever again achieving the importance he once 
enjoyed— however briefly— -as a possible casus belli . ... In far-off 
Washington, Mr. Seward’s righteous ire had been forced to subside 
within itself. The steam of his fury was spent in vain, when the 
Emperor of Mexico made not the slightest effort to do battle with 
an American mother for the custody of her innocent babe. 



Chapter i 


Father Aoctisros Fischer was upset. The complete dissolution 
of the imperial household was not at all to his Uking. He re- 
monstrated with Maximilian and termed the latter’s decision to 
leave Mexico both foolish and undignified. More than that, it was 
a shade dishonorable for the Emperor to abandon his followers at 
the precise moment when they needed him most. To be sure, 
they all felt for him in his sorrow. But personal feelings must 
not outweigh duty. 

“My followers?” asked Maximilian bitterly. “Who are they?” 

Fischer began to enumerate. “Prince Karl zu KhevenhiiUer, 
your Majesty, who is supporting troops out of his own pocket; 
Alfons von Kodolitch, who 

“You are beginning the wrong way,” Maximilian interrupted, 
“by mentioning the foreign elements first. I will listen, if you 
can show me the other side of the slate.” 

He went on with his preparations, ordering chests and crates fear 
his personal effects, correspondence and secret archives, to be sent 
ahead to Vera Cruz. Stefan Herzfeld, Maximilian’s confidant 
since the days of the latter’s apprenticeship in the Austrian Navy, 
supported the Emperor in his decision to leave and urged still 
greater haste: 

“Von, fon aus diesem Land, wo dch in einigen Wochen der 
blutigste Burgerhpeg abspielen wirdi [Away, away from this 
land, where in a few weeks the bloodiest civil war will break 
out!]” 

Maximilian was ready. He had instructed Colonel von Kodo- 
litch to sell the Austrian caimon (which were the Emperor’s pri- 
vate property), and to give the money to disabled officers and men 
of the corps. Within the month all European troops were to leave 
Mexico. And now M aximili an himself, shaking with fever, set 
out for the coast The captain of the Dandolo had coaled his 
ship and waited at the quay for his. exalted passenger. But the 
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imperial party never reached Vera Cruz, for at Orizaba a great 
surprise awaited them. Father Fischer had done some nimble 
thinking. M akin g use of his countless connections in the capital, 
he had assembled as man y Mexican royalists as the shortness of 
rim e permitted and, by Wanglin g future emoluments before their 
visionary eyes, had persuaded them to follow him to Orizaba. 
Sipre all had taken place a few days before the monardh’s 
dq>artur^ the resourceful Jesuit was able to rehearse a breathtaking 
demonstration in behalf of the Empire. 

The actual performance went off with a spontaneity for which 
the versatile stage-manager has never received quite his due. 
Toward evening, as Maximilian approached the town, fireworks 
and patriotic cheers greeted him. A stream of boisterous people 
filled the streets, crying: “Viva Maximilianol Viva el Emperador 
de Mexico!" 

In their midst the agile Father Augustus darted here and there, 
modestly effacing himself. At last the Emperor spotted him. 

“What’s all this?” he asked gruffly. ‘Who are these persons?” 

The Jesuit bowed. “Your Majesty wished to see the other side 
of the date,” he said in an almost apologetic tone. 

Maximilian was touched. He was flattered. Never since his 
arrival in Mexico had he met with so overwhelming a reception. 

“Now,” Father Fischer asked, “will your Majesty run away? 
Is there still reason to say that the Mexicans do not want you — 
that they do not need you?” 

Herzfeld stepped between his sovereign and the priest “Be 
firm, Sirci do not let yourself be swayed. The storm is breaking 
on all rides. The Yankees are invading the country.” 

Ihese were the vnrong tactics. Maximilian always bridled at 
die merest suggestion that he feared danger. “Father Fischer is 
righi^” he said, “it must not be trumpeted around the world that 
I have run away.” 

“But her Majesty, the Empressl” cried Herzfeld desperately. 

It was too late. Herzfdd should have thought of Carlota b^ore 
he thought of storms and Yankees. Maximilian was already busy 
trying to prove that whatever foolirimess a Hapsburg was capable 
d, he would never be afraid. It was this that Fisdier had counted 
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on. From the beginning the priest had never spoken of the Em- 
peror’s departure, but always of his “flight.” The very repeti- 
tion of that word had come to confuse Maximilian, so that he him- 
self wondered whether cowardice and not Carlota’s need could 
have been responsible for his sudden decision to leave his post. 
Certainly her illness had nothing to do with his present change 
of mind. Already resolving to turn back, he raised a half-hearted 
objection to the effect that his baggage van might in the mean- 
time have reached the Danddo. But Father Fischer had an 
answer for everything. 

“Herzfeld, here, seems anxious to go,” he suggested, “why not 
send him ahead with the boxes?” 

The oflScer snarled an oath, but Fischer went on unperturbed. 
“There is no thought of abandoning the journey altogether. The 
matter will merely be postponed, that is all. As soon as Mexican 
conditions improve, your Majesty will naturally hasten to the 
Empress’s side.” 

That settled it. The idea that his presence on these shores was 
of such momentous importance, and that a trip to Europe remained 
still in the ofiBng, eased Maximilian’s conscience. After all, Carlota 
was in the best of care. She had probably improved since that 
dreadful cable, and anyway, he would soon be receiving more 
detailed news. Perhaps he had better stay and hold the Empire 
together, at least until the arrival of Blasio and Bohuriavek. 

While these deliberations went on two Mexican gentlemen ap- 
proached. Teodosio Lares, a member of Maximilian’s Cabinet^ 
delivered himself of a passionate speech. He made reference to 
the Emperor’s pledge, on Independence Day, from the balcony ct 
the priest Hidalgo’s house. He reached back to a more remote 
past and recalled the oath sworn at Miramar, adding that a hor- 
rible fate awaited Maximilian’s followers at the hands of Julrez, 
if the Empire were allowed to collapse. And lasdy he had re- 
course to the fusty formula concerning a Hapsburg’s indifference 
to danger. “What,” he cried dramatically, “will be the judgment 
of the world and of future historians, if this classic dictum is ren- 
dered untrue!” 

Don Luis Arroyo, die second suppliant, lamented in the same 
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key: “It will spdl disaster for our people, if your Majesty’s deci- 
sion to go is final.” 

And while Arroyo paused for breath, Father Fischer broke into 
the refrain: “Did not the Empress sacrifice her health, as she 
would even yet offer her life, for this cause? How much more 
are we then entitled to ask of a brave woman’s husband!'’ 

But there was no need for such a climax. The imperial landau 
had already been turned over to Herzfeld who, willy-nilly, was 
pushed off to Vera Cruz. Maximilian planned to wait for the 
return of both vehicle and armed escort, basking meanwhile in the 
balmy climate of Orizaba. To fill in the time a champagne supper 
was arranged by Lares, Arroyo and Fischer, in celebration of the 
Emperor’s victory over himself and, be it added, over his better 
judgment. 

It chanced that at this period the British Minister, Sir Peter 
Campbell-Scarlet^ was enjoying the rose gardens of Orizaba and 
a welcome change of altitude. As soon as the vacationing English- 
man learned of Maximilian’s arrival he strolled over to the im- 
perial villa for a chat. A warm friendship existed between the 
two men. Maximilian admired England and frequently expressed 
the opinion that the British intelligence service was the best in the 
world. He now rejoiced in so splendid an opportunity to confer 
with Sir Peter on his present predicament. 

Surpriangly enough, the Briton favored Maximilian’s return to 
the capital. Although heretofore Campbell-Scarlett advised ab- 
dication, he had lately altered his views. As far as he could see, 
the French Intervention had never ceased to irritate the Mexicans, 
but with the retreat of Napoleon’s farces the whole tableau was 
changed. A popular inquiry might disclose that monarchy, under 
some benevolent despot^ was still the desired form of government. 
At any rate, there ought to be a vote. 

Maximilian was soothed. He recovered his poise. And when he 
was permitted a glimpse at a note marked “Private,” which had 
been addressed by Sir Peter to Father Fischer, his confidence took 
anotiier leap. “It is quite certain,” wrote his Excellency, “that aftar 
the departure of the French a strong party will rally rotmd the im- 
perial fiag, in order to save Mexico from civil war and its conse- 
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quences. For this reason I now consider abdication to be both 
premature and unnecessarily precipitate.” 

The scales of destiny received a final tip. How fortunate that 
Hcrzfeld, who feared for the master, had been banished. As the 
corvette Danddo drifted beyond the horizon the Emperor Maxi- 
milian rolled back to his capital in style. 

From now on things began to happen at an accelerated pace. 
Chapultepec looked bare and dismantled, for its furnishings had 
been stored and most of Carlota’s dainty bric-i-brac was gone. 
Maximilian shuimed the castle and accepted instead the hospitality 
of a Swiss immigrant who owned an estate on the outskirts of the 
city. Herci on the Hacienda de la Teja, he took stock of his 
financial and military resources. Money being scarce, the first 
of these points was quickly dismissed as negligible. But the 
second had possibilities. As yet the Emperor could coimt on his 
four loyal A/’s, the Mexican generals Miguel Miramdn (former 
president), Leonardo M^quez, Ram6n Mendez and the Indian 
Tomis Mejia. Each of these had a variable following of his own. 

Among the Europeans who placed their swords and pocket- 
books at Maximilian’s disposal were Colonel Prince von Kheven- 
hiiller with his regiment of hussars, Lieutenant-Colonel Baron 
Hammerstein with an infantry corps, and Count Edmund Wyck- 
enburg with the Austrian Jdger (mounted police). In addition 
there were stray detachments of French volunteers who dis- 
approved of Bazaine’s conduct and had banded together in support 
of the Empire. Altogether the survey disclosed that Maximilian 
had at his command a total of sixteen thousand men. The con- 
stantly increasing Juarista forces amounted to sixty thousand. 

Gec^aphically, the Emperor was at a still greater disadvantage. 
Aided by American capital as well as freebooters vdio drifted across 
the Rio Grande, Ju^ez had conquered the entire north of Mexico 
down to San Luis Potosi. In the latter city he established his 
headquarters. This left Maximilian in control of only four 
strategic spots, Mexico City, Puebla, Vera Cruz and Quer6taro — 
virtually the same narrow sector he had found when first he arrived 
in the country. 

On realizing what odds wac against him the l^peror saw also 
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the futility of a ggr ession on his part. He decided to end the 
uneven contest by oflEering Julrez a truce. He proposed interrupt- 
ing hostilities long enough for a special electicm to take place 
throughout the nation. If, he averred, the Mexican people voted in 
favor of a republican administration there remained no excuse 
for further bloodshed. Automatically the imperial government 
would accept this judgment and dissolve, while he, M aximilian ^ 
returned in dignity to his former home across the seas. But if, 
on the other hand, Mexico longed for the Empire, the Juaristas 
ought to make the best of it. The Emperor would honor his foes 
by admitting their leaders to a congress. In this maimer the 
monarchist principle would blend with liberalism in its ideal sense, 
and the patriot Juirez would still have a hand in the management 
of his country. 

Needless to say, the offer was received with a sneer. Benito 
Ju^ez seized the messenger, Antonio Garcia, as an easy hostage 
and, for the rest, anno unced that Mexico’s ills must be cured “by 
the sword, and only by the sword.” To back up his words he 
ordered his men to march on Quer&aro, the Empire’s weakest 
citadel. 

This action forced Maximilian’s imwilling hand. If the war 
would be fought to a finish it was high time for him to lay out a 
plan of campaign. First of all the imperialist camp had better move 
to Quer6aro and prepare for an attack. Next, it was necessary to 
quell small rivalries which sprang up among his native generals, 
each of whom wished to be commander-in-chief of something. 
To eliminate friction, Maximilian appointed Mirquez chief of 
staff, while Miramdn was given sole power over the infantry, 
Mejia the cavalry, and M&idez the raw levies. Lest any one of the 
good M’s be tempted to lord it over the other the Emperor him self 
assumed the supreme command of all troops. 

To avmd resentments on another score it was also decided that 
ibe foreign regiments were to remain behind in Mexico City 
during Maximilian’s absence, in order to prove that the monarch 
had the fullest confidence in the mettle of his Mexicans. This was 
an Tinfortunate choice. Even if the capital were to need an armed 
defense Quer^taro was at the moment in far greater danger, and 
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the hour hardly called for a beau geste. Since he was already out- 
numbered by the foe, Maximilian could not now afford to q>lit 
his forces. Besides, in cutting himself off from the Exiropeans he 
relinquished an advantage of which, to date, he had made little 
use. If they did not shine in guerrilla tussles, the foreign troops 
were nevertheless thoroughly conversant with the technique of 
defending a dty \mder siege; Quer6taro was their big chance to 
show what superior generalship and a knowledge of tactics could 
accomplish. Without eclipsing the personal virtues of the M’s, 
Khevenhiiller and Hammerstcin were highly specialized strat- 
egist^ and strategy— if anjrthing— was the Emperor’s last gamble. 
But he did not take it. 

Juirez, meanwhile, lost no time in organizing his modey col- 
umns. He marshaled his best generals, Mariano Escobedo, Por- 
firio Diaz, Gjrona R^gules and Vicente Riva Palacio, to close in 
from the north, south, southwest and west, respectively. To all 
appearances the four men were heading straight for ^er^taro. 
But one of them, Porfirio Diaz, had his eye on Puebla and Mexico 
City. As soon as Maximilian evacuated the capital the In dian 
from Oaxaca planned to fall upon both those garrisons, blocking 
the Emperor’s retreat. 

On February lo, 1867, a vanguard of cheering royalists loaded 
the Empire in its wagons and departed. M aximili an was to follow 
within forty-eight hours, convoyed by fifteen hundred fusiliers and 
eighteen cannon. But at the appointed time the usual hitch oc- 
curred; the treasury lacked money sufficient for one week’s pro- 
visions. It became necessary to trade the imperial silverware 
(which had not yet been shipped to Europe) for comestibles and 
cash. This was done after some difficulty and at last, on the 
morning of the thirteenth, the nervous monarch was able to 
set out As the caravM started over the causeway toward TIalne- 
panda and Lecheria, the Emperor’s secretary Blasio (recendy re- 
turned from Europe) became aware of a poignant coincidence. 
Carlota had sailed from Mexico on the thirteenth day of the 
month, and her pilgrimage ended in failure. Did better luck 
await ffiem now? He corifided vague tremors to Basch, the only 
foreigner who— since he was not a military man— trudged quiedy 
beside Mm. 
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Quer^taro, then a town of thirty thousand souls, lies one hun- 
dred and sixty-seven miles north of Mexico City in a valley fringed 
by low hills . Its original name was Taxco — a Tarascan Indian 
word meaning ball-court In the days of the Conquest the Castilian 
Don Fernando de Tapia had advanced upon this Taxco with a 
band of mail-clad cabcdleros. The Otomi chieftain who ruled over 
the region had already learned that Indian bows and arrows were 
of no avail against the strange garb of the white men. He therefore 
proposed a fist-fight, pointing out that any other method of snatch- 
ing his estates was unfair. The Spaniards— always susceptible to 
good oratory— agreed. They put down their armor and, on the 
m orning of July 25, 1531, the boxing match began. Thousands of 
Spaniards on the one hand, and hordes of furious Indians on the 
other, waged what was perhaps the greatest battle of fisticujffs on 
record. It lasted till sundown. The white men won, whereupon 
the Indians, proving themselves good losers, spent the night danc- 
ing in honor of their new sovereign— Charles V— in distant 
Madrid. 

That sovereign’s descendant, the Emperor Maximilian, now 
traversed this very territory in forced marches. It required almost 
sis days to cover the short distance from the capital, due to con- 
stant skirmishes with Juarista outposts. At every turn in the road 
there seemed to be terrorists lying in wait for the imperial party, 
so that literally every one, including the Emperor, was forced to 
keep a hand on the trigger of his gun throughout the journey. 

It was during one of these encounters that M aximilian discovered 
a personal friend among his dusky followers. Prince FeHx zu 
Salm-&ilm, a former German officer who had served as a colonel 
m the American Civil War, had managed to continue his ad- 
venturous career in Mexico, where he passionately embraced the 
imperialist cause. Despite Maximilian’s order that no Europeans 
were to join him at Quer6:aro the youngish aristocrat had attached 
himself to the rear of the colximn. In a moment of danger he had 
reached the Emperor’s side. Crouching in the dust with Maxi- 
milian, while both held their muskets in readiness, the prince had 
suddenly whispered something in German. 

“Majestat sind mcht cdlein. [Your Majesty is not alone],” 
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The Emperor, disconcerted at firsts threatened to leave the dis- 
obedient fellow behind. But in reality he was delighted to unbur- 
den his misgivings to a soldier who spoke his own tongue. He 
pressed Sahn’s shoulder and was about to thank him when a bulky 
figure rolled between them. Under a crushed French J^Spi they 
discovered the red grinning face of Doctor Basch. 

"Z«m Teufel nochmd ” said Maximilian. (“What the 

devil ”) 

“Quer^taro won’t be so bad, your Majesty,” answered Basch, 
kicking at the mud on his boot, “Khevenhiiller will bring the hus- 
sars sobdd die Sache emst wird [as soon as things get serious].” 

Things were serious now. Desperately serious. But the three 
who had chosen the dirt road to Quer^taro talked one another into 
a swaggering nonchalance. Between random ti£Fs with ambushed 
Juaristas the Emperor drew from his pocket a letter from his 
mother, the Archduchess Sophie. It was dated January 9, 1867, 
and reported a rumor current in Eurc^e concerning the Empress 
Carlota’s illness. 

According to this, the French Government had spread the story 
that Carlota had lost her reason, in order to alarm Maximilian 
and cause him to abdicate. The Hofburg, apparently not in touch 
with Professor Riedel, fumed at this new perfidy on the part dt 
Napoleon. 

"We absolutely sanction your decision to remain in Mex- 
ico [wrote the aged Sophie] despite your natural urge to 
join Charlotte. Remember that one must shun any sus- 
picion of having been driven out by intrigue. Gnstaf von 
Sachsen-Weimar came to dinner yesterday, and when I 
greeted him he exclaimed with an earnestness which touched 
me : ‘I confess to your Imperial Highness that I find Kaiser 
Max quite splendid. It is my firm conviction that he will 
hold his ground. In fact, my friends have started betting on 
i^ and I am wagering a neat sum that he will still be in 
Mexico at the end <rf May.’ ” 

Hie letter went on with a description of the holidays qient in 
the family circle: 
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“On December twenty-sixth Papa and I had our four grand- 
children and their parents over to see the Christmas tree. 
Gisela and Rudolf adore spending Chris tma s with their small 
cousins of whom they arc both enormously fond; they were 
all very sweet and showed one another Ae toys they had 
brought along from their own trees. The Emperor, who can 
be so charming with small children, stufied fat Otto into a 
Dutch sled and pulled him all over the place, after which 
Rudolf got a chance to give the others a ride. But Franzi [the 
threc-ycar-old Archduke Franz Ferdinand, one day to be 
assassinated at Sarajevo] picked himself the better part; 
he climbed up on the sofa and settled down beside your sister- 
in-law, Sisi, with whom he babbled at great length. Beauty 
seems to be a magnet attracting small boys no less than grovTn 
men, whereas little girls, I notice, show more indifierence 
toward it. ... On the Sunday following, the Emperor and Karl 
brought their children again for luncheon, and just as we were 
atting down the big clock struck— the one in the hall, with 
your works from Olmiitz. It seemed for a moment as though 
your voic^ and not the chkn^ sounded among us from afar. 
Tears welled up in my eyes. The Emperor saw them, I be- 
lieve, and must have Imown the cause, for he quickly turned 
the other way and engaged somebody in conversation. . . . 
Yet despite my own wea^ess, I hope you will maintain your- 
self in Mexico as long as this is compatible with your honor. 
Farewell, my Maxi. We all embrace you and from the depths 
of our hearts wish you luck in the New Year. Mama.” 

Banal words, exchanged so indiscriminately the world over. 
Yet they filled Maximilian’s being with a glow. For his soul was 
far away, and Im eyes beheld that Viennese gathering instead of the 
blue hills that encircled the trap of Querftaro which was slowly 
coming into view. 



Chapter 3 


They entered the town on February nineteenth. The advance 
troops numbering about nine thousand, welcomed the Emperor 
with jubilation and ofiered him his choice of the four highest 
hillocks that overlooked the citadel. One might make a bivouac on 
the Sangremal, the Cerro de las Campanas, the Cerro de la Cruz, 
or San Gregorio. 

While Maximilian studied the topography preparatory to mak- 
ing a selection, the Juarista General Escobedo conferred with his 
spies. Now was the moment to strike. From opposite ends the 
rebel bands began to close in, seizing one bank of the swift 
Quer6aro River and blocking the main highway. By the time the 
imperialists had picked a satisfactory moimtain view they found 
themselves confronted with a cordon of enemy rangers, leering 
savagely and spitting fire from good Gringo guns. 

Hurriedly the Emperor descended, surrendering the panorama 
for the more protected confines of the Convento de la Cruz. Here, 
in an abandoned monastic garden, a council of war was held. 
Hxe generals and Salm proposed an immediate sortie, forcing 
a battle before additional rebel troops arrived. The Emperor’s 
physician, Samuel Basch, believed in remedies rather than risks. 

“The hussars, your Majesty,” he said significantly. 

Maximilian brightened. Of course, there lay the solution. By 
leaving the foreign regiments behind him he had given proof of his 
faith in the brave Mexican M’s. But now, seeing themselves over- 
whelmingly outnumbered, Miramdn, Mejia, Mfndez and Mirquez 
would not object to a litde assistance. It was immediately decided 
to dispatch several messengers to Mexico City for aid. Late at 
night the imperial scouts were sent through the enemy lines. 

For a few days a vast stillness hung over the conventual head- 
quarters of tbe Emperor. Every one hoped the Juaristas would not 
attack. A week passed so quietly that at last curiosity drove the 
imperalists from ^eir retreat. They trudged up-hill once more to 
survey the terrain. Ye% the cordon d leering faces was still there 
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and, as the Hapsburg epaulettes came into view, the crack of 
muskets cut the air. It was identically the same scene witnessed 
a short while ago, except for those lifdess figures which hung by 
the feet from a lasso. They were strung up on trees, at intervals, 
all around the besieged town. Their skulls were shattered. It 
was easy to see that not a single messenger had reached the hussars 
in Mexico City. 

Now Prince Felix could no longer control himself. One did 
not stand by in idleness, allowing the Emperor’s person to be fired 
upon. Besides, here was the opportunity to make a surprise attack, 
before the encamped rebels could scramble for their caimon. He 
cried out a signal. Bugles sounded over the hills and the imperial 
columns descended upon the Escobedo flank with drawn bayonets. 
So sudden was their onslaught that the Juarista general and his 
astonished cohorts took to their heels with heavy losses. At the 
close of the skirmi^ Salm found himself credited with a personal 
triumph, for he had dragged back, single-handed, a pair of enemy 
artillery pieces. His prowess was ofEset, however, by Corona’s cap- 
ture of the San Gregorio ridge where, despite Escobedo’s defeat, 
the insurgents were able to hold their positions. 

One thing had been gained by Salm’s burst of temper; the road 
to the capital lay open. After duly appraising this fact it was de- 
cided in the imperial camp that General Marquez must go back to 
Mexico City. Maximilian wrote a note to Father Fischer at 
Chapultepec, explaining that the general would replace the 
foreign commanders who, in turn, were to hasten to Quer^taro as 
soon as possible. Besides this, M£rqucz would keep an eye on the 
dten Weiber “old women” (the Emperor’s ministers), who doubt- 
less were up to some misc^ef after being without supervision 
for so long. 

“It is of course possible [the letter continued] that Mexico 
City may also be attacked. But in this event, since there is 
such a reduced garrison, I instructed MIrquez to take care of 
you and the two palace guards, Karl Staffer and Rudolf 
Gunner. He assures me ^t he will place you with bimseilf 
in the center of his troops.” 
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After accounting thus for the longevity of generals, the Emperor 
asked whether any of his personal belongings had been forgotten 
at Chapultepec. If so, the Austrian or the British Legation was to 
take charge of them. This referred in particular to the library 
which Maximilian prized. However, should there be the slightest 
chance for Fischer to slip into Quer^taro, nothing would be more 
welcome than “something to read, my field glasses, some sheet 
musk and the burgundy.” 

“God be with you [closed this very civilized epistle]. Despite 
all manner of tribulations, we manage to keep up our spirits. 
What worries me most is the conduct of those feeble old wigs 
in the capital, who are probably engaged in open treason out 
of sheer funk and inanity. . . . But let us hope that we may 
meet again in happier circumstances.” 

Maximilian spoke English with some fluency and generally used 
this language when corresponding with Fischer. 

As for the accusation of treason, the Emperor pointed especially 
to his Minister of Finance, who withheld certain funds accruing 
through the civil lists. Supplies and ammunition were running 
low at Quer^taro, yet no convoy with new provisions from Mexico 
City loomed in sight, although orders had been given for several 
such convoys to follow the imperial caravan. 

Surrounded by a mounted escort, Mirquez was able to make his 
sortie during the night of March twenty-third. He rode at fuU 
gallop toward the capital, when frightened villagers along the way 
warned him that Porflrio Diaz had reached the gates of Puebla. 
Entering Mexico City on the twenty-sevendi, Mirquez communi- 
cated at once with Khevenhiiller and Kodolitch, who set out with 
him for the City of the Angels. It was too late. La Puebla de los 
Angeles capitulated on April fourth, the imperialist General 
Noriega (who defended the citadel) having had no hint that help 
was on the way. As the Hungarian cavalry .thundered into view, a 
tattered white flag was waving from die tiled dome of the cathedral 
and P(^firio Diaz, in full possession of the town, was makin g ready 
for his march on Mexico City. 
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Knowing well that the banner of truce had not been raised 
in their behalf, the imperialists hastened to retrace their steps. 
Mhrquez, leading a detachment of artillery, turned back on the 
main road while the cavalry scattered through open fields. But 
they had been sighted from the flat roofs of Puebla and the chase 
was on. Pressing his tired men relentlessly forward, Diaz caught 
up with M£rqucz on April tenth. A frantic skirmish ensued, 
dining which the panic-stricken gunners cut their horses’ traces, 
leaving caimon and commander to their respective fates. The 
road to Chapultepec was clear, and Diaz lost no time in follow- 
ing it. 

Maximilian waited at Quer6taro. Soon after the departure of 
Mhrquez fresh recnforcements had bolstered up the rebel ranks so 
that the town was again surrounded, this time by a human wall 
forty thousand strong. The water supply had been cut ofi and, lest 
the besieged forces (which had dwindled to four thousand) make 
use of the river, the corpses from the battle-fields were sent floating 
down-stream. Food was becoming so scarce that the Emperor 
himself submitted to a limited daily radon, doled out by the nuns 
of a neighboring convent. Bread had to be baked by these pious 
sisters from the flour destined for die Host. Broiled mule and 
horse meat became a coveted luxury. 

In a measure corresponding to their growing hardships, grave 
signs of disintegradon now appeared among the soldiery. At first 
it was possible to stem the dde of discontent by granting decora- 
dons and honorary ddes to hungry men who demanded their pay; 
barefoot Knights of Guadalupe and an assortment of dukes in 
sandals or rough ponchos abounded in the inner citadel. But 
Maximilian could not hand out baronetcies indefinitely. The 
democradc prodigality with which he distributed privileges soon 
palled, for men do not enjoy being equal. With ddes available for 
the asking, the premium on beans and com meal grew. Soon there 
were outbreaks of mutiny. Ringleaders had to be arrested and 
punished, although Maximilian permitted no court martial. 

Since the long siege kept artisans and farmers from their work 
the sufiering became general The sight of innocent townspeople 
sharing his own misery caused the Emperor pardcular distress. 
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He appeared daily among them, his cheeks brightly tinted by die 
fever, his eyes hollow from the ravages of dysentery. Patiendy they 
listened to his words which, with the coming of each dawn, as- 
sumed ever new guises of assurance. 

“To-morrow, at the latest, the hussars vpill be here.” 

Women sat idly in the plaza. There was no maize to grind on 
stone metates, and clothes could not be washed on the sunny banks 
of a river that bore the dead. With their brood of litdc ones 
clustered about them they sat in that deep meditative stupor so 
characteristic of the race. El indio triste (the sad Indian) — ^thus 
the soul of a people had long been epitomized. For Aztec sadness 
is the Greek melancholia, a strong and pensive gloom. ... 

Late in April the news arrived that Puebla was lost and MIrquez 
had been beaten. A charcoal pedler who had come over the 
mountains on foot and crept miraculously through the enemy lines 
brought a detailed report from the capital. He carried, concealed 
in the peaked recess of his hat, two sticky bits of paper. One of 
these, dmost illegible from much handliag, listed the names of 
twelve French ofiScers who had deserted the imperial cause by 
offering their services to the Liberals. Their proposab were refused 
by Porfirio Diaz as well as Mariano Escobedo with the scathing 
words: “The struggle can be fought out by ourselves without 
accepting services of people who in the face of their suffering 
comrades can make such an infamous offer.” 

On the second slip of paper Maximilian read a stirring pro- 
testation of loyalty from the remaining French vdunteers, 
many of whom fell before Puebla. Hie text ran. as follows: 

“Since those oflScers (who throughout the siege offered no 
help) are French, and since your i^jesty might believe that 
they justly interpret our sentiments, we hasten. Sire, to rqect 
all participation in this unspeakable act, which ^ aroused our 
indignation.” 

Many signatures honored this document which Maximilian 
placed in his breast pocket, murmuring: “I can only say that the 
Fcureign L^cm has been hermc.” 
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The list rnnt-ainin g the names of the deserters was burned over 
a sputtering tallow candle. Porfirio Diaz alone kept a record of 
these gentlemen, two of whom were of decidedly Teutonic origin. 
Their names survived, properly catalogued as to rank: 

Capitcane Ernest de Rozeville 
Capimne Charles Schmidt 
Cttpitcdne Henri Morel 
Capimne Xavier Gaulfr^ons 
Ueutenant Jean Ricot 
lieutenant l^elix KiefFers 
lieutenant Emile Tronin 
lieutenant ’^piAxlore H&aud 
lieutenant Emile P^jun 
lieutenant Victor Nomel 
lieutenant Paul Guyon 
Sousiieutenant (Ensign) Eug^e Bailly 

While countless sons of France bled unsung for the dying 
Empire these twelve drifted safdy down to Vera Cruz, where 
they were lucky enough to catch a boat. Favored by benevolent 
winds, they were wafted back to a world of comfort and — ^to doubt- 
ful immortality. 

At Quer^taro puzzled Indians continued to shamble about the 
main square, but Maximilian no longer talked to them. He locked 
himself up these days with a young colonel, Don Miguel L6pez, 
who o£Fered the Emperor some advice. 

Ldpez was a striking example of a certain Hispano-American 
type. He was handsome, polished, vain and passionately fond of 
life. During the early days after Maximilian’s arrival on Mexican 
shores, Ldpez had escorted the imperial caravan over the mountain 
wilderness that led to the capital. Prancing on his mount beside 
the Empress’s carriage window, he had done his utmost to display 
all the dash of his horsemanship for Carlota’s particular delecta- 
tion. They installed him as an ornament at Chapultepec. 

But the days of pomp and glory had vanished, and Ldpez fol- 
lowed Maximilian to Quer^taro. He did this, not because of any 
strong political convictiems, but because he was a bom coiutier. 
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Nothing made him happier than to spin about the sovereign 
sun himself in the royal presence. 

Still, a fly swam in his ointment. L6pez did not want to die. 
and the siege of Quer^taro was beginning to look like a race with 
death. The dapper ofiScer began to reconsider his position; every- 
body’s position. He rationalized. In the end he arrived at a shock- 
ing but perfectly sensible conclusion. Seeking a private interview 
with Maximilian, he expressed himself vigorously on several 
issues which did not strictly pertain to a courtier’s province. The 
present deadlock, L6pez opined, was both hopeless and absurd. 
Further resistance would neither restore the Empire nor save a 
town already stalked by starvation and plague. 

“And what do you propose for me to do?” asked the monarch 
in despair. 

‘1 think,” said Ldpez quickly, “that I wotild negotiate with the 
enemy.” 

Maximilian was taken aback. “But my honor as a Hapsburg 
and a sovereign— -have you thought of that?” 

“Life is very precious,” L6p«s sighed, “and there are several 
thousand families in this dty who do not understand about your 
Majesty’s honor.” 

As usual, Maximilian was able to see the other side of every 
argument. Throughout his life he seemed to be dogged by this 
chameleon-like faculty of sympathizing with the other fellow’s 
point of view. He admitted to himself at this moment that the 
inhabitants of Quer^taro could not be expected to perish for the 
sake of his own dynastic pride. 

“Negotiate,” he said abruptly. And then, after a pause: “I 
demand certain terms, however. Let all my men be spared. 1 
alone will answer to Julrez.” 

Ldpez bowed and departed. That night the Emperor communi- 
cated his decision to Salm and the generals. A stony silence met 
his first words. The M’s and Prince Felix were soldiers to the 
core; no language had as yet been invented wherein they could 
be told that sxirrender was not always cowardice. 

“Your Majesty,” Sahn exclaimed, “will be taken prisoner. 
There can be no greater shame for a man who has held a scepter.” 
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“Perhaps,” said Maximilian, “I am not so sure of that ■” 

General Mendez, who had meanwhile recovered his breath, 
broke into the conversation. Like Salm, he fdt certain that the 
Emperor would not escape capture. And furthermore, knowing 
the cold hatred of Benito Julrez toward all Mexicans who sup- 
ported the Austrian, he foresaw only disaster to himself and the 
entire garrison if a compromise were effected. 

“Lopez will go to Escobedo to-morrow,” Maximilian announced 
quietly. 

At this the generals grew a trifle hectic. They held a council 
of war and determined to attempt a sally on the following day, 
April twenty-seventh. In the opinion of M6ndez a concerted effort 
directed against one single spot in the surrounding enemy line 
would produce the necessary break through which the Emperor 
and his forces could retreat to Mexico City. With Puebla already 
in the hands of the Liberals, the defense of Quer^taro had lost its 
meaning, since Maximilian had hastened north with ojoly one pur- 
pose in mind— to keep the rebels from marching on his two most 
important cities. The fact that the Empire would stew for months 
in the bowl of Querftaro, while a gigantic Juarista flank stormed 
even Chaptdtepec, could not have been foreseen. 

At any rati^ on the morning of April twenty-seventh General 
Ramdn M&idez enjoyed that superlative moment in a fleld-mar- 
shal’s life, when the pin-pricks he has made on a paper chart 
the night before become die hazards over which his strategy will 
guide the Fates. The sortie worked splendidly up to a certain 
point. An advance patrol, with M^dez at the head, bored 
sedulously through the beleaguering wall. A great opening ap- 
peared, inviting further progress. And then the vast, cavernous 
maw closed as abruptly as it had opened. The little vanguard 
crumbled within those jaws. It was the last of Ramdn M6ndez. 

Maximilian blanched at the news. His hopes fastened now on 
Ldpez, who had vanished during the night If the young officer 
had got through to Escobedo — ^which, in view of his ingratiating 
person, seemed likely— aU was not lost. 

A week went by. L6pez did not appear. It was May and the 
sun beating down on the stricken citadel brought new horrors. 



THE EPILOGUE 301 

Swarms of files rose with a deafening hum from stinldng car> 
casses and the mounds of putrefacdon that dotted the baked earth. 
Beating his head with pde feverish hands the Hapsburg prince 
paced madly along the convent parapet Was this the reward of 
his dreams? This nightmare? Strange noises filled the dark- 
ness, and in distant adobe hovels there was the crackle of sacrificial 
fires. His imagination fought against the specters that haunted 
every waking hour. (Sleep had long ago become impossible, 
except in fitful spells of exhaustion.) He wondered what made 
the people of the town so quiet Why hadn’t they come and 
tom him to pieces for bringing upon them this Golgotha, this 
Hell? ... He wondered what kept them so resigned, what kept 
them fed. . . . Those fires. Had this Aztec race gone back to 
ancient tribal rites? There was a dish— known in a dim 
historic past to have been made of infant flesh. . . . Oh, but he 
must be very ill to think such hideous ghoulish thoughts. 

“Basch!” 

“Yes, your Majesty.” 

‘X6pez is on his way. He has surely seen Escobedo by now.” 

‘Tes, your Majesty.” 

“He thinks we shall get out of this all right. I am already look- 
ing forward to Miramar, where Carla will help me write a history 
of Mexico. King Leopold left us some money, you know, so we 
shall have leisure. And time to travel, of course to the Grecian 
Islands, Naples, Turkey 

“Of course, your Majesty.” 

“It’s quite splendid, isn’t if^ Basch?” 

“Quitcj your Majesty.” 

The doctor’s sturdy arm reached out to steady the monarch, 
whose entndls were wrenched in ^amas of pain, h^iximilian, 
the tallest of the Austrian Archdukes, leaned helplessly on the 
pudgy little frame of his court physician. 

In distant gray adobe huts the murky fires burned low. A 
doud of smudge spread upward against die dawn. 
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Colonel L6pez confronted Escobedo at midnight on May 
eleventh, two weeks after the strategy of Mfridez had terminated 
in disaster. The spruce young cavalier plunged into his perilous 
e:^loit with the agility of an eel. Waving a handkerchief which 
was not so exquisite as its fastidious owner would have wished it to 
be, Miguel stepped one day into a dugout occupied by the Juarista 
colonel, Josd Rincon-Gallardo. From then on he had to think 
fast. 

It so happened that two Rincon-Gallardos formerly functioned 
at Chapultepec as ladies-in-waiting. L6pez now hoped to estab- 
lish a blood relationship between the enemy ofiScer and the 
Sefioras before a bullet got to him. He talked fast and volubly 
the while he slid down the embankment and into the foe’s 
presence. As it happened, Rincdn-Gallardo did belong to the 
same family as Dona Rosita and Doha Luisa, and there was no 
end to the questions he asked about his aristocratic kin. In fact^ 
he strutted a little before his men at this opportunity to reveal his 
jBne connections. 

L6pez was progressing frmously when the menacing figure of 
General Francisco Arce, later Governor of Guerrero Bravo, ap- 
proached. With practically no ceremony, the imperialist officer 
now felt himself seized by a coat-sleeve and led into the tent of 
the rebel conunander, Mariano Escobedo. 

General Escobedo, a former arriero, or mule-team driver, on the 
post roads to the Gulf, looked up sullenly. L6pez saw at once 
that there was absolutely no small talk with whidi to beguile this 
warrior. He became subdued and pleaded now in moving words 
iat the safety of his imperial master. 

Escobedo listened in silence. He then asked a few questions 
in regard to conditions in the besieged town. Ldpez painted a 
dreary picture. When he had finished, Escobedo vras perfectly 
oriented. If matters were as bad as thi^ the general reflected 
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one could obtain a surrender on one’s own terms. In fact^ under 
the guise of offering a truce one might effect a decisive victory. 
Ldpez was jovially clapped on the back and told to remove the 
guards stationed about the convent of La Cruz, so that the Liberals 
might enter Quer^taro by night. 

“The guards at La Cruz?” L6pez stammered. “They are the 
Emperor’s lancers! I did not offer to surrender his Majesty’s 
person— only the town, and that without sacrifice of lives.” 

Escobedo remained cool. “If you are not helpful we shall keep 
you here. With the information you have given us Quer^taro will 
be ours in a day.” 

There was a boyidi quiver on the face of Ldpez as he cried out 
in anguish: “What will you do to him? The Emperor is an in- 
nocent man!” 

Escobedo nodded. “That is true, and I doubt that Senor Juircz 
will want to assume the responsibility for his death. So you secj 
on that score you need not worry.” 

Ldpez turned the ambiguous words over in his mind. It was 
reasonable to suppose that the Liberals might be embarrassed by 
a captive monarch on their hands. Surely this was Escobedo’s 
meaning. 

“There is a chance for the Emperor’s escape?” he asked timidl y. 

Escobedo nodded again. ‘Terhaps, my friend. And there is 
also a purse of two thousand ounces in gold for him who removes 
the guards from La Cruz.” 

Colonel Miguel L6pcz was dismissed. 

He returned to Quer&aro and spent two days grop ing about 
as if in a dream. The miserable hovel where he kept himself in 
hiding was no more dismal than the dark cavern of his own con- 
science. Two thousand ounces in gold. And the Emperor would 
be quite safe. Would he? Certainly, Escobedo had said so. That 
was a lot of money, too. Miguel could go to Paris and lead the 
life of a great Don Jtian — surely his little wife would let him go 
to Paris if he showed her all that gold. She loved him and always 
wanted him to do as he pleased. He had a way with women, her 
MigueL 

While he remamed ffms concealed from his comrade^ thin g s 
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were afoot in the dtadd. Prince Salm-Salm, Miranidn and Mejia 
were p lanning the ultimate coup which must bring them either 
victory or doom. A scheme was devised whereby the entire gar- 
rison would engage in action on one enemy front while at the 
opposite end of town the Emperor, in company of Doctor Basch, 
Secretary Blasioy and a few others, was to attempt an escape. As 
yet no ^finit e conclusion had been reached, however, because 
Maximilian did not find it compatible with his honor to flee. 
Besides, every one would recognize his blond beard. Basch sug- 
gested a shave. But the imperial dignity would not bend to 
Thespian subterfuge. In an age when only mimes and ballet- 
masters exposed their complexions, a prince must not be caught 
without his manly foil 

Before the argument progressed very far, Ldpez emerged from 
his cache and made contact with the Emperor, who received the 
officer in private. Carefully picking his words, L6pcz reported 
Escobedo’s acceptance of the surrender, while, with rather less 
clarity, he glossed over the details concerning Maximilian’s im- 
munity and that of the garrison. 

On hearing the young man’s recital the Emperor was touched 
by so much pluck and devotion. Then and there, he sifted his 
own insignia and decorated Ldpez with the medal for valor. 
Blushing to the roots of his hair, the officer came to a rigid salute. 

“If for any reason something goes wrong,” MaximUian was 
musing, with a sober glance into the black night, “and they take 
me captive, I expect you— Miguel— to spare me this disgrace by 
sending a bullet through me.” 

Again Ldpez was dismissed. 

He ran down a narrow corridor, confused and shaken. The 
Empcrcar’s badge seemed to claw at his hearty but Miguel could 
pay no heed. There was no turning back, once tihe wheels of 
destiny were set in motion. 

A guardsman answering to the incongruous name of Jablonski 
brushed past him. Jablonski was crooked and Miguel hated him, 
but now, as if driven forward by some demon, he took this man 
into his confidence. Together they moved ammuniti on cases out 
c£ sight and lured the sentinels from their posts. No one ofiered 
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any opposition, for most of the men were too starved and lisdess 
to question orders. Several fell asleep in their tracks. But Ldpez, 
having completed his preparations, started out for the second time 
to the enemy camp. 

Maxirnilian threw himself on his cot at one o’clock and tossed 
about in fitful slumber. At two-thirty he was seized with an 
attack of colic which caused him to cry out for Doctor Basch. 
The latter administered an opiate and remained at the Emperor’s 
side almost a full hour before Maximilian found rest. 

Shortly before dawn, gray shadows began to creep over the 
nearest hillock. Led by Miguel L6pez, before whose uniform the 
imperial outposts were accustomed to present arms, two Juarista 
ofiScers entered the citadel. They were General Vflez and Colonel 
Rincdn-Gallardo who commanded the terrible Supremos Poderes, 
the enemy’s shock troops, which to-day moved silently along 
without being challenged by a single shot 

To the very convent gates they advanced, when L6pcz parted 
from his sinister guests, for he must now change his rble from 
that of accomplice to surprised victim. Yelling at the top of his 
healthy lungs, he tore through the hushed passages, spreading the 
alarm: 

“Save the Emperor 1 The rebels are here in La Cruz!” 

This was the cue for Jablonski to bolt from door to door, rousing 
Prince Salm-Salm, Doctor Basch and Secretary Blasio, all of whom 
rushed to Maximilian’s side. Looking haggard from his wretched 
battle with insomnia, the Emperor was already dressed and in 
the act of buckling his saber. In a few minutes he would be ready 
to go down-stairs. 

On the groimd floor a handful d. rufiEans had begun to raise 
a tumult. As the Emperor and his companions descended, the 
disorder grew, and several troopers were about to lay hands on the 
monarch, when the voice Colonel Rinc6n-Gallardo was heard 
bellowing atxwe the uproar: 

“^ve them passage! They are ciudadanos [citizens] ” 

With these words Escobedo’s equivocal pledge concerning the 
sovereign’s safe-conduct was redeemed in public. By all the laws 
of common sense Maximilian should now have made a dash for 
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freedom, since the invaders were strenuously trying to ignore his 
person. But some one whispered the news that Miramdn, coming 
to the Emperor’s rescue, had been shot in the face and lay agoniz- 
ing in a neighbor’s courtyard. Mejia, the faithful Indian, waited 
on the Hill of the Bells with a remnant of straggling imperial- 
ists. . . . Something in Maximilian’s make-up barred the dictates 
of common sense. He went first to the house where Miramdn 
grappled with death. After that he climbed the Cerro de las 
Campanas and joined the dusky-faced Mejia. In doing this the 
Emperor scaled his own fate, for he knew that none of his Mexican 
followers could hope to escape. 

The town, meanwhile, awoke to a frenzy of hysteria which had 
quickly communicated itself to Qucr6taro’s docile citizeiuy. 
After weeks of terror and suspense, any change brought reUcf 
to pent-up emotions; a cheering populace now filled the streets, 
hailing the Liberal army. Bell ropes were pulled in the atrium of 
every church, while small urchins chirped the scurrilous rebel 
song attributed to Vicente Riva Palacio’s muse: 

"La nave va en los mares 
Volando cud pelota . . . . 

Aiios mami Carlota, 

Adios mi Uemo amor!" 

(“While bouncing o’er the ocean 
The ship rocks like a pellet. . . . 

Good-by, mama Carlota, 

Good-by, my tender lovcl”) 

From the heights Maximilian could hear the rabble, and slow 
tars glazed his eyes. In the distance Juarista hordes, drunk with 
easy victory, were surging toward the foot of the knolL 

According to Blasio’s diary, the Emperor inquired if it were pos- 
sible to brea^ through the blockade, whereupon Mejia, steeped 
in fidelity and utter consecration <to a cause, answered with sub- 
lime disdain: 

“Sire^ to pass is impossible; but for your Majesty we shall try it. 
As r^ards my own person, I am here to die.” 
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At this, Maximilian was unaccountably thrilled. He turned to 
the prince. 

“Salm,” he said, “nun cine gliic1(liche Kugel [now for a ludcy 
buUet].” 

The tumult below had risen to a crescendo, but on high the 
Emperor stood motionless like a Viking, resting both hands on 
his sword. He was calm now. He could think of nothing more 
to do. 

The finish, whatever it might be, was welcome. 

There seemed to be no lucky bullet. The rebels, despite their 
wild uproar, were awed by that small group standing above them 
so quietly, so ready to be mowed down. It was no fun to shoot. 
Quite abruptly the firing stopped, followed by muddled indecision 
on the part of every one. 

A faint smile fiitted across Maximilian’s face as he continued 
to wait. At last, a martial figure could be seen stamping up-hill 
with a squad of infantry. On reaching the top, the leader stopped 
for breath before advancing toward the Emperor. He paused, 
searching his memory for a helpful precedent. Finding non^ he 
announced somewhat artlessly; 

“I am General Echegaray.” 

“Yes ?” Maximilian bowed politely. 

“I am General Echegaray,” said General Echegaray again, “and 
your Majesty is— cr— my prisoner.” 

There was a sudden commotion as the Emperor’s companions 
brandished itheir blades, but Maximilian checked them. 

“Stop,” he ordered curtly, “I do not wish it!” 

He then mounted his Arab charger and rode down to the dusty 
clearing where General Escobedo and his stafi awaited him. 
Jumping to the ground, he released his sword and handed it to the 
rebel chieftain who, visibly disconcerted, passed it on to a 
bystander, Lieutenant-Colond Platdn Sinchez. 

As yeti iiot a word had been q)oken. But now, remembering 
his fellow'prisoner^ the monarch addressed Escobedo m halting 
SpanisL 

“The officers of my foUowma” he pleaded, “are guilty rf 
nc^hing save their loyalty to me. 1 ask that they be spared all 
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harm. If a sacrifice is needed, let the victim be myself; and may 
my blood be the last that will be spilled in this land.” 

He also begged for leniency toward his servants in the capital, 
and suggested that Salm, the doctor and all foreign officers be 
permitted to set sail for Europe. Escobedo replied evasively that 
Jufirez must be consulted in all such matters and that the Emperor 
had best return to La Cruz until the necessary information arrived. 
The captives were assigned to Echegaray, who led them back to 
the convent through devious byways, for he wanted to save Maxi- 
milian from the jeers of the mob. This kindly impulse struck a 
response in the Hapsburg’s breast. Upon arriving at La Cruz 
Maximilian leaped from his horse. He stood for a while rubbing 
the animal’s nose. Then he turned quickly about and presented 
the lovely creature to his captor. 

It was morning. A blazing sun ruled the heavens as the 
Emperor dropped heavily upon his bed. Throughout that day 
a never-ending stream of soldiery pressed through the passages. 
They came to take a look at this fallen giant who had resisted them 
in a siege lasting seventy-one days. But that was not all. They 
were souvenir hunters. At the dose of their stampede the prisoner 
was bereft of all save the dothes cm his body. 

where. A place was found for him in an abandoned convent of 
Discalced Carmelites where for a time he remained sheltered 
from view. But he had no money, and the absence of fresh linen, 
soap and other toilet artides caused him acute mortification. 
Also, he was forced to beg Escobedo for food, since no one had 
remembered about this minor detail. The Carmelite kitchens 
were in a state of almost prehistoric demolition. 

When the news of the Emperor’s plight trickled through the 
town the dtizens of Quer^taro experienced a wave of pity. Al- 
ready the outburst of hysteria with which they had wdcomed the 
break of the deadlock had subsided and given veay to the pangs of 
remorse. Whatever had made them behave so nefariously? The 
townspeople were heartily ashamed. They now plundered the 
mess tents of the Liberal army and carried away victuals for the 
neglected prisoner. Steaming dishes of fnjoles refritos, enchiladas. 
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baked sweet potatoes, and thick white atole were prepared by tear- 
ful housewives and hurried to the Emperor’s cdl by rueful Indian 
husbands who burned their fingers and stubbed bare toes as they 
ran. Maximilian removed the atrocious doilies of bobbin lace 
which covered each container, and searched for the least peppered 
dish. The remaining delicacies were distributed among his fellow- 
prisoners who, not being afiSicted with dysentery, did full justice 
to the merits of each tidbit 

But not at their hearths alone were the ladies of Quer&aro 
busy. They now plunged into the depths of cupboards and clothes 
presses for shreds of homespun cloth They cut up white cotton 
breeches prized by their spouses, and stitched intimate apparel for 
an emperor. They chipped bright opal rock from Ae Sierra 
Gorda hills into fiat disk shapes. These were rubbed to a smooth- 
ness and pierced— ’for buttons. Rivalry sprang up in cozy sewing 
circles where trembling fingers plied the needle. One sophisti- 
cated tniny embroidered monograms and coronets. 

“I have never in my life had so much underwear,” said Maxi- 
milian. 



Chapter 5 


The Princess Agnes zu Sakn-Salm had come to Mexico with her 
husband and a short-haired terrier named Jimmy. 

She was a buxom matron who displayed reticence on two sub- 
jects, her age and her antecedents. BE the former foible is shared 
by many members c£ her sex the latter represents something of a 
phenomenon. Even when she wrote memoirs (and Agnes was a 
born memoirist), she began the story of her life with the year in 
which she married the prince. It happened in Washington, at the 
dose of the Civil War. It happened also at a juncture in their 
lives when both Felix and his bride could look back upon years 
of precarious struggle, he as a vagabond hero and she as a circus 
rider of some weight. 

But the princess refused all assistance to prying souls who longed 
to sketch her background. Her diary, verbose to the point of re- 
dundance, sheds no light on the circumstance of her birth, origin 
or profession. It is the saga of blue blood, in an abstract— and, to 
Agnes, manifestly thrilling sense. It ofEers a rare example of 
middle-dass effervescence over an aristoaatic theme. 

Only in recent years have biographers gleaned a few scraps of 
informatiQn, rdeased (with an unconcern of which the princess 
herself would have been incapable) by the Salms of today. To 
the present tided house literature owes the knowledge that 
Princess Agnes was an American of French extraction, a kind 
woman and a skilful equestrienne. Her diary admits that she was 
pretty. 

Before her marriage she had used the name Agnes Ledercq 
and traveled with the “big top.” After her marriage she roamed 
over the world with her rakish husband in search of adventure. 
They found it with Maximilian in Mexica 

Salm had brought credentials and letters of introduction from 
the Austrian Minister in Washington, Baron von Wydenbruck. 
According to all reports he had distinguished himself with the 
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Union armies in die north. Fighting was his miner. He 
loved it. 

Maximilian was at first suspicious of this amiable scapegrace 
who had left Europe because of gambling debts. But before long 
Salm won the Emperor’s affection and rose to the rank of aide-de- 
camp. He lived at Chapultepec and followed Maximilian every- 
where. 

The princess, meanwhile, skipped from one hotel to another in 
an endeavor to keep up with her husband and the sovereign. She 
settied now in Orizaba, now at Cuernavaca, and again back in 
Mexico City, always waiting for the moment when Maximilian 
would ask that she be presented to him. Circumstances had so 
far prevented the fulfilment of her wish. In the begirming Maxi- 
milian had not realized that his aide-de-camp was married. Also, 
the Salms had come to Mexico after the Empress’s departure for 
France— and no ladies were received at the Castle of Chapultepec 
after that time. When, finally, Maximilian heard that there was 
a princess, that she spoke no Spanish and felt exceedingly lonely 
trekking from one strange town to the nex^ he offered to be- 
friend her. It was arranged that Salm should bring his wife to a 
private reception on the evening of October i8, 1866. On the 
afternoon of that day a cable from Miramar brought the news of 
Carlota’s illness. The reception did not take place. 

There followed the Emperor’s sudden decision to leave Mexico 
forever, his trip to Orizaba, and the return to La Teja. With no 
one left at Chapultepec save a few palace servants whom Maxi- 
milian did not want to discharge, the princess saw her goal 
receding into a problematical future. If ever she were to breathe 
Hoftuft (the aif of a royal Court), it would not be in Mexica 
The Emperor’s removal to Querftaro left no doubt about an im- 
pending climax. From her husband the princess had learned 
that ever3nthmg was at stake. 

She had never seen this Maximilian. But she had heard of 
him almost constantly ever since a day in late summer when she 
and the terrier Jimmy had been trawled up toward the Vale of 
Anihuac in a ramshackle diligence. The enthusiastic Felix had 
painted so glowing a word picture dE the noble Hapsburg that 
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Agne^ a most impressionable member of her sex, arrived in the 
Mexican capital tootling the same sentimental flute. She guarded 
in her rather athletic breast a lyric passion for the fair Emperor 
and, belonging to a generation that wallowed in superlatives, 
endowed him with a galaxy of virtues. With an adolescent 
schoolgirl abandon she pined for this paragon of her own imagin- 
ings and poured out on the pages of her journal the canonizing 
predicates which do him grave injustice. A charming and lovable 
man he was, but withal a very human person, enmeshed in the 
follies common to all mankind. 

It was on the day Maximilian went to Qucr^taro that the 
princess began to take an active part in his fate. She had inspired 
her husband to disregard orders and follow the sovereign by means 
of any feasible ruse. After seeing Salm oflF (he was swathed in a 
huge muffler and an Indian poncho), she packed a small bag, lifted 
Jimmy into the post chaise, and set out briskly for San Luis 
Poto^ and the headquarters of President Juarez. 

Her journey was by no means easy. She was delayed, turned 
back, and twice firustratcd in her attempts to see the liberal war 
lord. Quer^taro fell and still she had accomplished nothing. 
May fifteenth, the date of the capture, came as a crushing blow. 
“The very next morning,” her notes report, “a gentleman called 
upon me. He told me that Quer^taro had been sold to the 
Liberals for three thousand ounces by a certain L6pez and a man 
from San Luis Potosf, named Jablonski, that the Emperor was a 
prisoner and my husband was wounded.” 

The news, inaccurate as regards the sum promised to L6pez, 
stirred the princess to more daring eflorts. She packed again and 
made for Quer6taro, where without a tremor she forced herself 
into Escobedo’s presence. This time her boldness bore fruit; she 
was allowed to visit the captives. 

The great moment of her life had come. She was led into the 
cell where the Emperor lay ill on his cot. Maximilian rose to 
greet her. He bowed and kissed her hand. The heart of Agnes 
Salm quite melted. 

In spite of the tender ministrations on the part of Qucr£taro 
burghers, she believed the imperial martyr shamefully neglected. 
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His comb and brudies, returned by contrite pilferers, lay on a 
bare rude table. The linen on his bed was coarse and gray. She 
hurried at once through the town, propelled by a feminine shop- 
ping urge; but her expedition netted little that the willing natives 
had not already given up. 

Escobedo meanwhile had established himself on the near-by 
Hacienda de La Purlama where he agreed to receive Maximilian 
for a confidential talk. In company with the Salms the Emperor 
was driven in a surrey across the town to the meeting-place. Her^ 
in a vast colonial hall supported by darkened beams, the monarch 
submitted a protocol which he had prepared during the days of his 
imprisonment. Pledging himself to abdicate officially, he asked 
again for the release of all foreign hostages who promised to leave 
Mexico at the earliest opportunity. 

The news of this interview reached Jdirez within tiie week and 
filled him with rage. By special courier General Escobedo was 
reproved for dealing so indulgently with his charges; stringent 
discipline would be exacted in future. Hereafter the townspeople 
were barred from further contact with the Emperor, and, in order 
to enforce this edict, it was decided to spirit ffie prisoners to an- 
other abandoned cloister known as El Convento delas Capuchinas. 
While a mason fortified the new cells, Maximilian was locked up 
temporarily in the monastery crypt In this damp underground 
retreat^ lined with sarcophagi, his Calvary began. 

There were no more highly seasoned concoctions from the 
cuisines oE Quer^taro. The isolated monarch was put on coarse 
daily fare doled out by the Juarista army cook. This was espedally 
galling to Tiidos, the Hungarian chef who had reigned over the 
kitchens of Chapultepec. Tiidos was not a prisoner; in fiict^ at 
Quer^taro no one knew him. He had come from the capital as 
soon as the road lay open, and now he skirted the Capuchin con- 
vent^ a frightened slinking figure hoping to catch fight of his 
master. At times, when a tin pail espelling acrid vapors was 
carried past him, he shuddered. He could guess that the brew it 
cemtained made up the imperial menu. 

Agnes Salm was not through fighting. She purmed Escobedo 
again. Ihis time she pleaded with hhn— mX: for Maximilian’s 
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release, but for his removal from the death vault. The rebel 
general softened before her entreaties and, disregarding the com- 
mand from San Luis Potosf, finally assembled all the prisoners in 
adjacent quarters on an upper floor of the building. But beyond 
this his mercy could not go, for it was clear that their doom ap- 
proached. Each cell was equipped with a large crucifix and two 
silver candlesticks, an mimistakable warning that one must pre- 
pare for death. 

In this, his latest abode, Maximilian lost all faith in the divine 
right of kings. The Empire of Mexico had shrunk to a floor- 
space twenty feet long by eighteen wide^ with a spindling camp- 
bed for a throne. 

From Mexico City, where the remnant of the imperialist forces 
still managed to hold Porfirio Diaz at bay, the news of Maxi- 
milian’s capture was relayed to Europe. Great Britain, Belgium, 
France and Austria sent vehement appeals to Washington, urging 
President Andrew Johnson to take action and intercede with 
Jufrez. As a result. Secretary Seward ordered the American Min- 
ister for Mexico, Mr. Lewis D. Campbell, to get in touch with the 
rebel authorities. The Envoy, appointed in May of the previous 
year, had never quite managed to present his credentials before 
cither Maximilian or Juarez. Loath to step on bellicose territory, 
he had once got as far as the border town of Brownsville, where 
he had written a note: ‘The continued sickness of my daughter 
and other causes of a private and domestic nature render it very 
important in my judgment that I should make a short visit to my 
home.” It was at his home, in New Orleans, that Mr. Campbell 
now learned of President Johnson’s wishes. An interchange of 
telegrams ensued, for the Envoy wanted more explicit directions. 
If he must enter Mexico, could a batdeship take him thare ? The 
White House replied that it could not. “Why not?” asked the 
official tardy, adding “Shall I go to the City of Mexico via Vera 
Cruz, or to San Luis Potosf via Monterrey?” Since he intended 
to do neither, the answer did not really matter. 

But President Johnson was growing tired of the telegraphic 
duet. He curdy demanded obedience to orders. Thereat Mr. 
Campbell announced: “I have been confined to my room by a 
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severe biHous attacL My physician says I can not go now without 
hazarding my life. . . And he tendered his resignation. Be- 
fore the State Department could harass him for shirking his duty 
he had, however, dispatched a deputy, Mr. John White, to Foreign 
Minister SebastMn Lerdo de Tejada to fulfil the distasteful mis- 
sion. White arrived in San Luis Potosi with the following state- 
ment in Campbell’s writing: 

‘To the Mexican Minister of Foreign Affairs:— My Gov- 
ernment instmets me to make known to President Ju£rez its 
desire that, in case of the capture of Prince Maximilian 
and his supporters, they may receive the humane treatment 
accorded by civilized nations to prisoners of war.” 

Needless to say, Lerdo composed a polite reply stating that he 
would see what could be done. He promised nothing. 

Princess Salm-Salm had meanwhile ferreted out an American 
lawyer, Mr. Frederic Hall, who longed to champion Maximilian’s 
cause. Almost at once Hall arrived on the scene, armed with a 
tome of Henry Wheaton’s History of the Law of Ntoions, where- 
with he planned to confound the authorities at Quer^taro. As he 
entered the Capuchin convent the diffident and professorial at- 
torney noticed that, doubtless due to the extreme heat, the guards 
had relaxed their vigilance. The Emperor, the two generals and 
Prince Felix, whose left foot was bandaged, sat in the cool cMridor 
playing dominoes. Hall introduced himself, whereupon Mejia 
immediately counted out a set of stones for him, while Salm and 
Miramdn made room on the died floor between them. All smiled 
sheepishly. 

“This is a stupid game, sir,” said Maximilian, ‘l>ut won’t you 
join?” 

HaU did. They played ior an hour, talking the while of e«apc. 
The princess had money and she was bribing every turnkey in 
sight Under cover of night the Emperor might flee in monk’s 
clothing, hiding in the wilderness until the (^ers could foUow. 
But Maximilian shook his head. He had received word from 
Modco Qty that the Prussian and Austrian Ministers, Baron Von 
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Magnus and Baron von Lago, were engaging two eminent advo- 
cates for his defense. What a disgrace if on their arrival it were 
disclosed that the Emperor had taken to his heels. No, he pre- 
ferred to stay. 

The two lawyers, Mariano Riva Palacio (a cousin to the Juarista 
general) and Rafael Martinez de la Torre, reached Quer6taro in 
June. Together with a local barrister, Jestis M. V^quez, and the 
mouse-like but eager Mr. Hall, the gentlemen from the capital 
approached Escobedo, who made no bones about the fact that 
Maximilian faced a death verdict if his case came up for trial. 
At this it was decided that a committee must visit Juirez and beg 
for a pardon. The following diplomatic representatives agreed 
to plead in the Emperor’s behalf: the Marques de la Ribera 
(Spain), Monsieur Alphonse Dano (France), Baron von Magnus 
(Prussia), Monsieur Frederic Hooricks (Belgium), Baron von 
Lago (Austria), Signor Francesco Curtopassi (Italy), and Chargi 

Affaires C Middleton, who transacted the business of Great 
Britain duriag Sir Peter Campbell-Scarlett’s leave of absence. The 
Resident German Consul at San Luis Potosi, Herr Bansen from 
Hamburg, also joined the petitioners. It was a stately array 
names. But it won no pardon. 

Agnes Salm, who had been left by herself, did not remain idle. 
The sovereign’s freedom must be bought at any price, and she was 
resolved to pay it General Vicente Riva Palacio, the bard, was 
said to have an eye for female pulchritude. In that case one would 
go to his tent Pinning up her blonde curl% Agnes Salm lost no 
time in doing so. 

The interview was fruitless, but this by no means exhausted a 
clever woman’s resources. Peering out into the dark streets, the 
princess observed that it was evening and ^e could not return 

to her lodging house withent an escort; surely her host ? The 

warrior acceded. He found himself presently in the lady’s own 
bedroom. Although she was by now almost penniless, the princess 
oSered to sign a promhsory note for one hundred thousand pesos 
if Maximilian, were rdeased. Palacio wavered. 

“E>o you mean that is nc* enough ?” she cried dramatically. 

‘nxe oEScar’s hngers itched, but he said nothing. 
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“Wdl, General, then here am I ” Agnes Salm ^ook her 

golden mane and began to undress. 

Her white nudity lent a bizarre note to this night that was not 
made for love. There followed an awkward pause. The man did 
not respond to Eros. Like the entire rebel army he seemed to be in 
the grip of a strange power— Benito Judrez. Compelling, though 
unseen, the shadow of that presence snuiffed even the searing 
flame of passion to ashes. Agnes Salm understood. A piteous 
smile curled her lips. To think that she had hoped to pit the lure 
of her woman’s flesh against the spell of the Indian. . . . She felt 
neither embarrassed nor humiliated. Somehow, the stark serious- 
ness of her purpose had lifted this episode above the plane of ridi- 
cule. She did not bother to cover herself, but merely went to the 
door and opened it. The ofi&cer walked out into the night. 

On the following morning all foreigners who had no legitimate 
business in Quer^taro were ordered to leave. A military guard 
was prepared to take Princess Salm-Salm to the nearest seaport 
whence she might embark for the United States. The princess 
would greatly oblige the Liberal authorities by prompdy comply- 
ing with their demands. 

Of course she did nothing of the sort. Pocketing the mandatory 
passport thus issued her, she set sail, but not over the waters of the 
Gulf. Tru^ she allowed her armed convoy to chart the shortest 
way to Vera Cruz. But at the first stop, while the mules were 
being watered, she invited the guard for a bit of guzzling at the 
inn. The pulque was viscous and mellow; its effect upon the 
escort proved devastating. At the sound of the postilion’s horn 
the princess rose, leaving the potion in her beaker untouched. But 
her companion’s legs refused to stir, for a delicious palsy had stden 
over them. Naturally, there was no denying that Agnes Salm 
must continue on her journey alone. This she did, in the opponte 
direction. One hundred and twenty miles inland she ^ed, across 
a sea of desert sands. To that st<uie idol she must go again, to 
Juirez. This time ^e would conquer. This time his granite 
ma^ would melt before the warmth a£ her appeal. 

Even as she hurried to San Luis Poto^ Escob^o was notified by 
wire that Juirez wished the trial to open on June twdfdi. 
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imilian, Miram.6n and Mejia, as the outstanding culprits, would 
face justice at the first session of the courts martial, while Salm, 
Basch, Blasio and all other known imperialists waited for their 
turn. This meticulous arrangement was of course a mere formal- 
ity, since the death penalty had been fixed for all at the moment 
of thek arrest 

A provincial stage in the Teatro Principal de Quer^taro was 
selected for the last scene in this sorry drama. The trial itself 
would provide a show wherein the court, the jury and a group 
of accused men performed on the boards, while boxes, stalls and 
gallery sold to the highest bidder. The star attraction behind those 
footlights would be an emperor fencing for his life. 

But Maximilian disappointed his audience. He rejected the 
sardonic fitness of a theatrical setting and refused to be dragged 
under the proscenium arch. Escobedo had the tact to accept the 
monarch’s illness as a valid excuse and went ahead with a trial by 
proxy. Since no foreigners were allowed to attend, Maximilian’s 
counsel made use of lengthy briefs supplied by Mr. Hall and his 
Wheaton opus. 

On January 25, 1862, Benito Juirez had once issued his terrorist 
decree threatening death to all who infringed the independence of 
the Republic or lent support to alien intervention. By this iron 
statute, which in its ramifications requited even robbery with capi- 
tal punishment, the defendants were to be judged. 

Escobedo had appointed his young aide-de-camp, Lieutenant- 
Colonel Platdn Sinchez, as foreman of a jiuy whose members 
were the following six captains: 

Jos6 Vicente Ramirez Emilio Lojero 

^nado Jurado Juan Rueda y Auza 

Jos6 Veristegui Lucas Villagriin 

As the proceedings opened, short shrift was made of Miramdn 
and Mejia, but the absent soverdgn was indicted on thirteen counts 
charging him with: 

z. Serving as chief instrument of French intervention; 
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2. Accepting the crown from an unconstitutional minority; 

3. Usurping the sovereignty; 

4. Perpetrating violence against the lives, laws and interests 
of Mexicans; 

5. Engaging in open warfare against the Republic; 

6. Permitting filibusters from other nations to serve in his 
ranks; 

7. Committing murder through the barbarous “Black De- 
cree” of October 3, 1865; 

8. Assuming in his preamble to this decree that President 
Ju^ez had left Mexican territory and established himself 
on United States soil; 

9. Prolonging the civil war after the departure of the French 
troops; 

10. Refusing to abdicate before being compelled to do so; 

11. Demanding the considerations due a legal monarch, when 
in the eyes of the Republic he never possessed such rank; 

12. Not recognizing the competence of the court and jury 
appointed to try him, averring that they represented a 
terrorist rather than a constitutional principle; 

13. Having the audacity to voice this protest through his 
counsd. 

The only inculpation to some degree irrefutable was contained 
nder the eighth count. At various intervals throughout the 
ampaign against the Empire, Juirez had entered Texas in search 
f supporters. Marshal Bazaine knew of this and worded the 
reamble to the effect that the Liberal Party was without a leader, 
mitting any inference that this might be only temporarily the 
ase. At all events, there was no way of ascertaining whether or 
ot the Frenchman had toyed with the truth when he persuaded 
laximilian to sign the “Black Decree.” 

For the rest, the Emperor’s counsel challenged all accusations. 
)ocumentary evidence brought forth by the defense showed; 
lat French intervention in Mexico had occurred long before an 
mpire was even thought of, that Maximilian and Carlota had 
mded at Vera Cruz without combat^ and that they did so after 
aving been summoned by a lawful monarchist group existing 
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at this very moment in the country. Furthermore, no edicts pro- 
claimed during their reign equaled in severity those passed by 
the Liberals themselves. Concerning abdication, Maximilian had 
twice ofiered to renounce the crownj twice he proposed a truce. 
Judrcz alone had prolonged the war. 

While these polemics went on in archaic legal phraseology, the 
jury sat munching sweet chirirnoycts and pin6n nuts. But the 
audience, mystified by the romndities of academic diction, 
crouched in silent awe. Many eyes focused on the wounded 
Miramdn who had been hailed— not so far back— with presidential 
honors. He was still in his primes thirty-six years old, and had a 
sound military record to his aedit. Yet now he swayed there be- 
fore them, as if racked by unendurable suffering. Loss of blood 
had sapped his strength. Mejia, the Indian familiar and beloved 
in the Sierra Gorda region, supported his friend with infinite 
patience. Both ofiScers had heard their sentence, yet both stood 
quiedy throughout that day, waiting to learn their master’s fate. 

The Emperor’s pundits had finished. Their perorations were 
jotted down by careless scribes and pushed into a portfolio entitied 
"Memorandum sohre el proceso del Archiduque Fernando Maxi- 
miliano de Austria!* A copy of these records was later bound and 
stamped with a symbolic cross. Autographed by the defense 
lawyers, it was bequeathed to the Archduchess Sophie in Vienna. 

Tlie farce had lasted long enough. After the Emperor’s vindi- 
cation, to which no one paid the slightest heed, the jurymen filed 
out for a conference in the lavatory. They returned after some 
hours df general inertia, having accomplished exactly nothing. 
Their verdict was a tie, with tiiree votes favoring death, and three 
lifelong banishment. It was Platdn Sinchez who assumed 
the final responsibility. In dear crisp tones he passed the sentence 
■formulated at the outset Archduke Ferdinand Maximilian, self- 
styled En^eror of Mexico, would die on June sixteenth at an un- 
determined hour between sunrise and sunset 

The diOw was over and the court adjourned. 



Chapter 6 


SeSior Benito Juarez examined his corrc^ndence. It seemed 
that overnight he had become a man of universal importance. 
Were there not cablegrams addressed to him by almost every gov- 
ernment in Europe? Not only that. A man named Victor Hugo 
had written him a long and stirring letter. He had praised the 
qualities which made Ju^ez a national hero; and he had finished 
with a strong plea for clemency to be shown to an Austrian prince- 
let who was going to die. How gratifying that the world’s mighty 
— of arms and intellect— had learned to grovel before the descend- 
ant of a crushed and crippled race. Julrez was pleased. The 
avenger of the Americas, history would call him. 

Grimly his fingers unfolded another missive. It came from one 
Giuseppe Maria Garibaldi who termed himself a champion of 
liberty. In a manifesto to the entire Latin world this gendenoan 
claimed to have fought Maximilian on the field of honor. He 
begged the freedom-loving Mexicans to deal kindly with his 
former foe. 

A flock of women from San Luis Poto^ and Quer^taro signed 
petitions or came in person to the Liberal camp. Among them 
was Senora Miramdn with a brood of children, pleading for her 
husband’s life. Juirez remained speechless and unmoved. 

Princess Salm-Salm arrived. She sank to the floor before the 
Indian President and wept. Her ardent tears brought an answer 
but it was a boodess one. 

“I am grieved, Senora,” Julrez said, “to see you on your knees 
before me; but if all the kings and queens of Europe were at your 
ade^ 1 could not spare his life. It is not I who take it away; k is 
my people and the law, and if I did not do their will, the people 
would take his Kfe and my own as well.” 

With these words Julrez intended to fire that impersonal body, 
the mob, to a realization of its own power. Protesdng his own 
impotence he followed a precedent long estaHidbed in the annals 
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of absolutism. That impalpable, collective entity— the People— 
would shoulder the blame. Droves of hiimble citizens were sent 
avTay with the bafiBing words that the nation demanded Masd' 
milian’s blood. 

Who constituted that monstrous tyrant La Nacidn the unhappy 
petitioners were unable to say. 

Back in Quer^taro, meanwhile, the Emperor and his com- 
panions were winding up a month’s imprisonment. The doomed 
men continued segregated in the dark compartments assigned to 
them. Mejk sat in the chantry of Eleven Thousand Virgins — 
none of whom cared to perform a miracle; Miram6n occupied 
Santa Rosa, while Maximilian drew Santa Teresa. Perhaps that 
pious namesake of his own ancestral grandam, Maria Theresia, 
prompted the hapless monarch to emulate Austria’s great empress. 
For like Maria liieresia, whom the Archduke Max had delineated 
at length m his days of authorship — and who had “amused herself 
during her last hours, planning a coquettish tomb”— the Emperor 
of Mexico drew up dispositions regarding the embalming and re- 
moval of his body. 

During the last week a false report had been spread, to the effect 
that the Empress Carlota had died at Miramar. Maximilian wrote 
at once to die Austrian Minister, Baron von Lago: 

“Only a moment ago I learned that my poor wife has been 
released by death from her misery. Such tidings, however 
much they may tear my heart, give boundless consolation to 
m^ for I have now only one wish on earth, that my body 
may find burial beside the remains of my v^c. With this 
mission, dear Baron, I entrust you as representative of Austria.” 

In another part of the letter he emphasized a point which caused 
him grave concerh. “I am expecting you,” he wrote, “to spare no 
effort in saving all Austrian officers and recruits still in Mexico, so 
that they may return at once to Europe.” 

As the time grew ffiortcr the rumor concerning Carlota’s death 
was denied and Ma ximil i an, plagued with uncertainty, addressed 
a parting note: 



323 


THE EPILOGUE 

“My beloved Carla! If God should allow you to regain 
your health, so that you may read these lines, you vdll learn 
how cruelly fate has dealt me blow after blow without respite 
since the day of your departure. Disaster has dogged my 
steps, breaking all my hopes! Death seems a happy solution. 

I shall go to my end as a soldier, a sovereign defeated but not 
dishonored. . . . Then, if your own distress becomes too great 
to bear, and God calls you to join me soon, I shall bless the 
hand which has been so heavy upon us. Farewell, Charlotte ! 

“Maximilian.” 

He spent the fifteenth of June writing from dawn till dusk, 
remembering all his dose relatives and friends. That nighty 
looked upon as his last on earth, he did not go to bed but engaged 
in final preparations. Taking stock of his personal ejects, the 
Emperor distributed a few trifles among his followers. Basch 
was to have the scarf-pin sent by Franz Joseph to Miramar in those 
far-oflf days when the Archduke Mad had needed a litde prod- 
ding. ... A pair of cufl-links went to Blasio, while the brushes 
and all remaining artides were to belong to the Salms. It was 
not until morning that the prisoner fell asleep. 

Late the following day he was roused by a voice announcing 
that the execution would take place at three o’clock in the after* 
noon. An armed official stopped before each of the condemned 
men’s cells and redted the sentence after which the army 
chaplain, Padre Soria, appeared with censer and chalice. The 
Church ofiFered redemptimi through the last sacraments^ conf esrion 
and holy communion. Maximilian accepted these ministrations 
with outward calm. Only a characteristic habh of stroking his 
chin betrayed that he labored under a nervous strain 
The small span of life which was now left him stretched out 
interminably. With sharpened senses the prisoners antidpated the 
striking of the ffital hour. At last a clock in a remote beffiry chimed 
thre^ and Maximilian rose &om his cot He planted himself in 
the doorway his cell, waiting five minutes, ten, half an hour. 
Why didn’t they oune? He felt he could not bear the torture. 
Time hung over him in an agdny of suspense. 

Tbe bell in the tower rang out four o’dock and from sane* 
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where there came the echo of a paternoster. Maximilian recog- 
nized the voice. It was Mejia, praying. Mejia was in no hurry. 
There was something that held him to life; something he would 
not explain. 

The Emperor groaned in despair. Why couldn’t they make 
an end of .? Had Latin procrastination combined with Indian 
lethargy to lend an added edge to his suffering ? Surely the manana 
habit did not make a fitting taunt for those awaiting death. 

Footsteps sounded in the courtyard below. Now they ap- 
proached, and in another moment General Riva Palacio sto^ in 
the corridor, jerking his arms and waving a piece of paper. It was 
a message from San Luis PotosL 

“Die Begnadigung" murmured Maximilian. (“The pardon!”) 

A faint radiance sparkled in his eyes and slowly lighted up his 
wan face. Suddenly the Emperor realized how fiercely he clung 
to earth, how desperate was his own love of living. Pride of origin 
and re£^ poise faded into nothingness beside that indestructible 
force— man’s instinct for self-preservation. 

Palacio had guessed Maximilian’s meaning and shrugged 
apologetically. 

“No pardon,” he announced, shaking his head, “but the execu- 
tion will be postponed for three days, because the wife of Comrade 
Mejia is in childbed. The prisoner will be allowed to visit his 
son.” 

“Alabado sea Dios!” finished the prayer from the next cell. 

The time that followed was the most difGicult of all. A rest- 
lessness filled the little town of Quer6taro. Every one had mis- 
understood the telegram, and every one believed that Judrez, re- 
lenting at lasti chose this devious way of granting mercy in order 
to save his own integrity before the law. Even the Liberal chief- 
tains, Escobedo and Corona, were certain of Maximilian’s immi- 
nent release. So were the remaining prisoners, who vaticinated 
thereby their own salvation. Felix Salm-Salm felt especially cheer- 
ful He was already wondering where in the world a man could 
find another war. He had taken up heroism as a career. 

At the old inn the diplomatic representatives, far less hopeful, 
were gathered in conclave. Their interview with Judrez had been 
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fruitless. Neither the Ind i an President nor his Minister, Lerdo, 
was accessible to persuasion or bribery. The present delay in the 
execution plans might be puzzling but by no means reassuring. 
Baron von Magnu^ the most skeptical of the group, dispatched a 
long telegram to San Luis PotosL It ran: 

“On June sixteenth the condemned men have, figurativdy 
peaking, already been led to their death. I beseedi you, in the 
nam e of humanity and of Heaven, to give orders that their 
lives shall not again be threatened, that they shall not be 
forced to die a second time. And I repeat once again the 
assurance that my sovereign, his Majesty the King of Prussia, 
and all the monarchs of Europe related to the imprisoned 
Prince by the tie of blood— namely, his brother, the Emperor 
of Austria ; his cousin, the Queen of Great Britain; his brother- 
in-law, the King of the Bdgians; and his cousin, the Queen 
of Spain; as well as the Kangs of Italy and Sweden— will 
readUy agree to give his Excellency Senor Benito Juirez all 
guaranties that none of the prisoners will ever return or set 
foot on Mexican territory.” 

Baron von Lago also translated and passed on a message he had 
just received from Vienna. It appeared that at the deventh hour, 
realizing his brother’s danger, the Emperor Franz Joseph had 
reinstated Maximilian as heir presumptive to the Austrian throne. 
He now hoped that this measure would safeguard, if not Max- 
imilian’s position, at least his person, since it was unthinkable that 
a ranking member of a ruling house could be executed in cold 
blood by a foreign power. But Juirez was a son of the New 
WcHrld, which he considered far older than the Old, and he was 
totally unhampered by dynastic feeling. Furthermore, he refused 
to be cowed by the information that Maximilian was the “Cousin 
of Europe.” On the contrary, it had been imprudent dE Magnus 
and Lago to call the Indian’s attention to this foct. Juihez was 
beginning to believe that the lightest move ot his Utde finger 
would be heralded around the earth. It was a most satisfying 
thoughL 

A tdegram fomn Maximilian himself asking that he alone be 
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allowed to pay the penalty, while Miramdn and Mejia returned 
to their families, met with equal cynicism. As for his two country- 
men, Juirez would teach them the rewards of treason. No par- 
ticular •triumph in that. But the Hapsburg scion begging for 
favors — ^here was historic justice! Among Maximilian’s ancestors 
was Charles V, white scourge of the Aztecs, while behind Julrez 
loomed the shadow of the Lord Motecuhzoma, whose name signi- 
fied “Severe Man.” ... In the teeth of all the tyrants everywhere 
the dusky patriot would do this deed which was to him a sacred 
duty. He would do it and fear no one. 

TTiere were no replies to Magnus, Lago, or Seward in Washing- 
ton (who had finally contrived a circumspect and polite letter). 
Maximilian of course expected none. He had already appealed 
to the Hofburg for a pension to be provided for the widows of 
his companions in death. It was the least that Austria might do, 
to acknowledge their sacrifice. 

And so the morning of the execution arrived. During the 
night, while the prisoners slept, Maximilian had an extraordinary 
caller. General Escobedo, Commander-in-Chief of the garrison, 
stole into the convent to ask forgiveness for the ignoble part he 
must play. The Emperor was touched. 

“Un abrazo, amigo" he said hoarsely, and the two men held 
each other for a brief second. 

Escobedo’s throat tightened so that he could not answer. To 
ease the strain Maximilian began to rummage among his effects, 
until he came upon a faded photograph of himself in coronation 
regalia (which he never actually wore). After inscribing the 
print he handed it to his captor. 

The general left. But as he passed Mejia’s cell a pang of self- 
reproach shot through him. In some earlier revolution he and 
Mejia had fought on the same sid^ and the latter had saved 
Escobedo’s life. It was a debt, never repaid, which long pre-dated 
Maximilian’s arrivaL 

Mejia stood erect behind the bars and he now saw Escobedo 
pass. In the gloom their eyes met. The Liberal conunander 
stopped. 

“I can save you, Tomis,” he whispered, “if you arc willing to 
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escape alone. It was I who obtained the delay, that you might 
know your child.” 

Mejia flushed. “And the Emperor? And Miramdn with his 
tom face?” 

Escobedo made a sign of protest. “I can not help them too, 
without exposing us all. Besides, they would not survive the hard- 
ships 

“Gracias, mi jefe" said Mqia without further interest. “I have 
seen my son. Now let me die with his Majesty.” 

Sick at heart, Escobedo departed. 

It was three o’clock in the morning. The prisoners finished 
dressing, while at one end of the long corridor the priest Soria 
reappeared, wearing biretta and alb. He trundled a small cam- 
paign altar and began at once to read a low mass, gazing the 
while with pity upon his sparse congregation. While the mon- 
strance was being raised during the consecration of the Host, Max- 
imilian and his companions dropped to their knees to receive the 
blessing. 

After the service the Emperor drew his wedding-ring from his 
right hand. He turned to Doctor Basch with a confused expres- 
sion. 

“Carla he began. Then: “Is there still no confirmation?” 

“None, your Majesty.” But a physician’s faith in palliatives 
caused Basch to imply that the Empress had preceded her husband 
in death. This was the only real service he could now render the 
doomed monarch. 

“Then— take it to my mother,” Maximilian said, handing Bj^ 
the ring. “Sie sollen ihn meiner Mutter bringen.” 

A scapulary and a rosary which the kindly Father Sork had 
given to the Emperor were also destined for Vienna. But the 
small medallion of the Madonna— Eugenie’s present which was 
to have brought him luck— Maximilian bequeathed to the Em- 
press dE Brazil. 

“She will need it,” he said reflectively. 

He turned now to Miramfai and Mejia. “Are you reacfy, gentle- 
men? Have we dc«ne with everything?” 

He daspol both generals and the members of his following 
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in turn. To the former he said; “We shall meet again in another 
world.” 

A detachment of infantry clattered dirough the passage. The 
officer in command announced that no foreigners were to ac- 
company the Emperor from now on. This was a blow to Prince 
Salm-S;dm, who continued to nturse mad schemes of possible 
escape during the drive to the scene of death. 

Maximilian descended the stairs. He was in uniform. He wore 
a single order, the Golden Fleece. On reaching the street his 
eyes blinked at the unaccustomed brightness, for the sun was 
already high in the heavens. 

“What a glorious day,” he exclaimed. “I could not have chosen 
one better on which to die.” 

From far off there came the blare of a cornet. Maximilian 
turned to Mejia. 

“Tom£s, is that the signal for the execution?” 

“I can not say. Sire; this is the first time I am bemg executed.” 

A smile from his master rewarded the brave cynic. Three 
carriages had meanwhile driven up and the condemned men 
climbed into them. Surrounded by a cavalry escort the procession 
started through the town, the firing squad marchmg at the rear. 
Even now the revolutionaries were taking no chances; a melo- 
dr^atic dash for freedom would have ended in carnage. 

But Maximilian, had no such thought. He rode through the 
deserted streets resigned at last to his fate. The citizens Quer6- 
taro did ned; see him pass, for the hour of the execution had been 
kept secret Only here and there did a pair of dark uncompre- 
hending eyes stare behind shuttered windows after the swift 
cavalcade. 

At a safe distance a doaked figure darted along, uttering strange 
Magyar sounds. "Boldog IstenemI [Good God!] I didn’t believe 
it could come to this. I didn’t believe ** 

It was Tiidds, the cook, who had hovered about the Capuchin 
convent these many days and nights, waiting for ids master. No 
(me knew the black-haired, swarthy Hungarian, and no one 
stopped him now as he followed the gloomy train to die Hill of 
the Bells. 
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As tic carriage neared the edge of the town a childlike wraith 
ran screaming from a doorway. It was Mqia’s wif^ with her 
newly born infant at her breast. She caught up with the vehicle 
which bore her husband away. Clutching one of the mudguards 
she let herself be dragged along until a sharp bayonet broke her 

grip- 

Tomis Mejk saw her fall, and a great terror engulfed him. All 
his gallantry, his Indian fortitude— which was not unlike that of 
Jufrez— suddenly ■withered. He felt the sickness that comes with 
a brutal blow in the stomach. On arriving at the foot of the 
Ceiro he was almost insensate with grief and had to be lifted from 
the carriage. 

The spot where Maximilian had been taken prisoner was chosen 
as the site of his immolation. Wkh princely bearing, although his 
features had blanched at Mejia’s agony, the Emperor •walked up- 
hill. Beside him went Miramdn, equally staunch, for Miramdn 
remembered that he had once ruled Mcxica 

Wten they were near the top the firing squad lined up on three 
sides of a square opposite a low adobe parapet. The prisoners 
were stationed with their backs against this improvised elevation 
which had been constructed during the siege as a breastwork, 
guarding more important fortifications on the summit. In a 
mumbling monotone the firing parties were told ofr. 

At this point a significant precaution appeared necessary. Ob- 
viously the troops could not be trusted, for the commandant in 
charge now read aloud to them a scathing pronunciamientc^ threat- 
ening instant death to any one who raised a hand to mve the 
Emperor. In the morning stillness four thousand soldiers, en- 
camped at the foot of the hill, heard the message and pondered 
its meaning. 

From the church of San Felipe Neri a bell rang out seven o^dock. 
Maximilian was asked if he had anything to say. He nod^d. 
Walking up to the firing squad he districted a few gdd coins 
among the men, begging them to shoot well and not to aim at his 
head. In the event of his body being returned to Eurepe, he wanted 
to p^e his rdatives the sig^t of gory disfigurement; Had Jufrez 
been present, this iddmate frstkiiousness m the frux of. deadi 



330 PHANTOM CROWN 

would have drawn a smirk of derision from his impassive Indian 
countenance. 

The soldiers, on the other hand, seemed abashed by an avowed 
emotion. A young captain stepped forward, stammering an ex* 
cuse. The Emperor interrupted him. 

“I understand, amigo*’ he said simply; “it is your duty.” 

And now he saw the faithful Tiidos crouching behind the wall, 
his nervous fingers clawing at the unbaked clay. The presence of 
the servant, the last and only being out of a dear past, comforted 
Ma^milian. 

. "tljen Csdszdr, veled!” cried the Hungarian. (“Hail Emperor, 
fareweU!”) 

They embraced, Maximilian was unable to speak. A cold 
sweat had broken out on his face. He wiped it and, almost ab- 
sently, left his hat and handkerchief with Tiidos, to take 
home. Yes, Tiidos was going home. But he, the gay, the urbane 
Maxi of other days, was not. He would never again need a hat. . . . 

The world was a great riddle. As if dazed, the Emperor took 
his place beside Miramdn and Mejia, Before him lay the hamlet 
of Quer^taro, drowsing peacefully in the sun. Looking up at a 
Mexican sky of inefEable blue, he made his last speech, in the best 
Spanish he had ever used: 

“Muero por una causa justa. Verdono & todos y ruego que todos 
me perdonen. Espero que mi sangre corra por el bien de esta 
tierra. Viva Mixicol" (“I die in a just cause. I forgive all, and 
pray that all may forgive me. May my blood flow for the good of 
this land. Long live Mexico!”) 

He had finished. The officer in charge raised and lowered his 
sword, while a volley of shots rang out. Maximilian collapsed, 
badly wotmded. He had fallen face downward, and now they 
heard him groan: "Hombresl [Menl]” 

Some one ran up to the twitc^g b^y and turned it over. The 
Emperor was still alive. Again, without a word, the officer 
swimg down his blade. He was indicating the heart Now a 
single shot was fired, which scorched Maximilian’s tunic as it 
killed him. The servant Tiidos threw himself upon his master to 
extinguish the smoldering flames. 
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After the Emperor came his two knights errant^ first Miram6n, 
who stood in the place of honor which Maximilian had declined, 
and then Mejia. Before falling, Miramon spoke a few words in 
defense of his probity as an officer and a patriot Mejia said noth- 
ing- 

Of the manly paladins and their liege Mexican histories relate: 

“The victims met death with a dignity exacted by their 

chivalrous antecedents, the Emperor having said that men 

their rank and of their race should die thus.” 

In a shabby hostelry that nestled along the outskirts of the 
town a woman wept. Princess Salm-Salm was back from San 
Luis Potosi. With carnal promises and assorted ducats she had 
stooped to tempt even the lowly jailer who might take pity on 
a captive Hapsburg. But an echo slashing through the morning 
stillness made known to her that she had failed. 

It was the nineteenth of June, 1867. 

Two days earlier, at a diplomatic dinner in Washington, Am- 
bassador von Wydenbruck rushed up breathlessly to the Secretary 
of State. 

“The Emperor Maximilian is in terrible danger. My Govern- 
ment implores you to do somethingl” 

Mr. Seward crunched a radish. “His life is quite as safe as 
yours and min^” he said. 
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The Netv Yor\ Herdd of July 2, 1867, carried a story with a cap- 
tion of startling iaformality: 

“WHO ARE RESPONSIBLE FOR MAX’S DEATH?” 

“Should the news published m the Herald of Sunday — of 
Maximilian’s execution on the 20th of Jimc— be finally con- 
firmed, as there is every reason to believe it will be, Ae re- 
sponsibility for his death will rest among several persons. Firsts 
of course, Napoleon and his henchman Bazaine; then Mr. 
Scarlet [sic], Sie British Minister, who, when the easily led 
Emperor was at Orizaba prepared to make a midnight ske- 
daddle from the country, for which he had completed all 
his arrangements— persuaded him that it would be more dig- 
nified to remain and fight it out Then Mirquez, who 
dragged him into the Quer&aro campaign and proved untrue 
to him after the expedition had been entered upon; lastly 
Ldpez, the final instrument of his betrayal. Whether some 
responsibility docs not rest with the State Department at 
Washington for the muddle they have made of the Mexican 
legation, the country will determine. Had there been a United 
States Mkdster in San Luis Potori on the 20th of June, as there 
might have been, and ought to have been, Maximilian’s blood 
would never have been shed.” 

FBstoric events are seldom reported accurately at the time they 
happen, since view-points are clouded and means of communica- 
tion highly precarious. The twentieth of June, while not the 
date of execution, marked the capitulation of Mexico City and the 
surrender of the remaining imperialist troops to General Por- 
firio Diaz. With the death <rf the Emperor the strug^e had lost 
its meaning. 

As regards the accusation against Sir Peter Campbell-Scarletti 
it is doubtful whether Maximilian had any sort of “skedaddle” 
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Maximilian’s bullet-riddled coat and the firing squad. 





THE EPILOGUE 333 

in mind. He was buoyed up by the British Minister’s advice, but 
not swayed, for the break with Herzfdd preceded the Orizaba 
holiday and the Emperor had already made his dedsion before 
consulting Sir Peter. 

General Mirquez did not turn traitor. His failure to save 
Puebla was imfortunate, since he had had no instructions to go 
there in the first place. It has been established that he did so oidy 
to check the grim Porfirio’s march on Mexico City. 

About L6pez the same issue of the Herdd stated: 

“The fate of the oflEccr who betrayed Quer^taro and the 
Emperor is doubtful He was seen at large in Quex<itaro the 
day after the surrender. That he had received his promised 
reward seems milikely, since he made application to one of 
the leading Liberal ofi&ccrs for relief. Meeting Colonel Rinc6n- 
Gallardo (Pq)e Rincdn), he said: ‘Colon^ I am not, like 
you, a rich man with many haciendas. I have nothing but my 
sword to depend upon. I hope you will recommend me to a 
position in the Liberal army.’ Pepe Rincdn (the same man 
who tried to let Maximilian escape) is reported to have re- 
plied: ‘Colonel L6pez, if I recommend you to any position it 
will be to a position on a tree, with a rope around your neck.’ 
Colonel Ldpez has not been seen publicly since.’’ 

In after years Miguel L6pez wrote and published a pamphlet 
entitled La Toma de Queritaro—A mis compatriotas y td mundo. 
In the hope of vindicating himself, he offered a suppo^dly exact 
account of his transactions with the enemy and stated that Max- 
imilian had been consulted b^ore the opening of such negDfda- 
tions. He also complained that the Liberal chieftains, after mak- 
ing fine promises, had not paid him a single peso for his effmts 
as an intermediary, whereas the Emperor’s gratitade took the 
shape of a medal 

Strangely enough, there is little actual proof against L^pez. 
The most damning testimony is intangible in character; it lies in 
the attitude shown by both the Conservative and Uberal parties, 
as well as Migud’s own family and friends. When, after the 
fall of Querft^, L6pez hurried home to Puebla, his young wife 
wc^ bdiind the latticed door. 
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“How could you do this to our compadreT’ she exclaimed, for 
Maximilian was fond of his officers and once acted as godfather 
to Miguel’s child. “Unless you save him no te conozco m&s [I 
know you no more].’’ And she left her fallen angel standing 
in the street. 

He was shunned and despised like Judas, although it is not im- 
possible that L6pez himself had become victimized by Juarista 
c unnin g and suffered doubly for his error. Certainly he had been 
made thorough use of and then discarded. He prowled about 
the provinces for some years as a londy outcast. They tell in 
Mexico City that he was bitten one day by a mad dog and died of 
hydrophobia. 

Fate dealt more kindly with Prince Salm-Salm. Of him the 
Emperor had said to Frederic Hall: “He is as brave as a lion, sir.” 
Immediately after the monarch’s death a wave of reaction swept 
over the country and Escobedo, who had refused to be present 
at the execution, entered a plea for mercy in behalf of the remain- 
ing prisoners still confined in the Capuchin convent. This being 
granted, Salm received a relatively light sentence which he served 
in the fort of San Juan de Ullia at Vera Cruz, from where he was 
discharged on November 13, 1867. Two days later he sailed for 
Europe with his wife and the terrier Jimmy. They all enjoyed a 
good rest before Felix joined the war of 1870, against Napoleon III, 
which cost him his life. Thereafter Agnes Salm-Salm’s hero- 
worship attained a new austerity. She spent the balance of her 
days penning a glowing memorial to the two beings who, she 
fdt^ had lifted her destiny out of the commonplace. 

The release of the dead Emperor was not so easy to obtain as 
that of his fellow prisoners. At nine o’clock on the morning of 
the execution Baron von Lago had telegraphed to Juhrez: 

“Citizen President— 

“I pray you to concede me die body of Archduke Max- 

imili^ in order that 1 may convey it to Eurc^e. 

“Baxon von Laoo 
‘Tacubaya, Distrito Federal 
“June 1^ 1867.” 
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But the Liberal government had other plans. It was desirous 
of obtaining recognition on the part of all the major powers in 
ihe world, including Austria. The Emperor Franz Joseph, on 
the other hand, might show himself lacking in the necessary en- 
thusiasm. 

For the time being, then, Ma ximilian would not travel. Lago 
received the following reply: 

“Senor Baron von Lago — 

‘The President of the Republic has directed me to say to 

you, in answer to your telegram of yesterday, which was re- 
ceived this evening, that for grave reasons the right can not 

be granted you to dispose of the body of Maximilian. 

“SebashAn Lebdo m Tejada 
“San Luis Potos^ 
“June 20, 1867.” 

Previous instructions had already reached QuerAaro in regard 
to the remains of Miramdn and Mejia, which were to be delivered 
to their respective families. The Emperor’s body had been re- 
turned to the convent for embalming. It was carried from the 
Hill of the Bells in a rude cofEn built by an army carpenter who 
had never seen Maximilian and thought him a man of average 
size. Consequently the Emperor’s feet hung out over one end of 
the wooden box as the heavy burden was transported through 
the streets. 

In an underground chamber of the monastery two Mexican 
doctors, Riva dc Neyra, and Licea, made preparations for the em- 
balming. 

The distressed Basch had been allowed to witness the procedure^ 
after promising that he would in no way interfere. Meanwhile 
exact body measurements— six feet^ two inches— were sent to an- 
other carpenter for a new cofiSn. 

The lifeless form had been placed on a table. At diis pcont 
the work of preservation suffered a slight setback when it was 
discovered that no one had any naphtha. While Basch tore his 
hair in despetadon the impromptu mo r ticia n s reached for a flask 
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o£ chloride dE zinc. This they injected into the arteries and veins, 
an operation which lasted three days. 

The torso, which ^owed four bullet holes in the left breast 
and one in the right, was next clothed in the blue campaign coat 
which the deceased had worn. A row of plain gilt buttons ran 
from the belt to the Emperor’s throat, while his feet were encased 
in hi gh military boots. Black trousers, necktie and kid gloves 
completed the burial costume. 

Considcrable difl&culty was ^erienced with the arrangement 
of the hair, which had undergone severe chemical tests. It was 
also necessary to camouflage the ineptitude or nervousness of the 
Nuevo Lc6n infantry (which had served in three units of six 
men each) at the time of the execution. The first bullet that struck 
Maximilian hit his face, lacerating brow and temples. The saints 
in all the churches of Quer^taro underwent inspection, but no- 
where could a pair of glass eyes be found which resembled the 
Emperor’s in color. At last a black set, taken from a Virgin in 
the cathedral, had to be inserted. Basch found his master’s ap- 
pearance painfully changed. 

The new coffin was made of cedar and lined with zinc. Over 
the metallic lining another of cambric had been stretched. The 
Carmelite nuns provided a black velvet pillow edged with gold 
thread, and with gilt tassels at the comers. To this was added, by 
the good ladies of the town, a velvet cover ornamented with bands 
dE gold lace. 

In this resting-place Maximilian lay, his head made visible 
through a small glass window. Thus arranged, the catafalque 
was for some days displayed in one of the churches and thence re- 
moved to the Governor’s quarters. Here it remained for two 
weeks, looking tolerably well, but after that time the body 
began to darken. No further evidence was needed to prove that 
the work of attempted preservation had fiiiled. 

Recognition of the Jdtrez government had meanwhile been 
wrung from the Emperor Franz Jos^h, so that the deman fl for 
Maximilian’s remains could once more be pressed by Austria. 
This time Baron von Magnus addressed himself to the Foreign 
Minister, Lerdo de Tejada: 
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“San Luis Fotod^ 
“June i^th, 1867. 

“Sir: 

“The prisoner Prince at Quer^tarp, on the evening before his 
death, expressed to General Escobedo the desire that his body 
be confided to us, his physician Doctor Samuel Basch and my- 
self, for transportation to an Austrian vessel stationed at Vera 

^^rUZa a • • 

“I avail mysdf of this occasion to rqpcat to your Excellency 
the assurance of my high esteem and to beg for a prompt 
compliance with the above request 

“A. VON Magnus.” 

But the incipient decomposition of the corpse had now become 
source of embarrassment to the authorities. In a careful disserta- 
tion Lerdo replied: 

“I am pained to inform you that for various considerations 
the Government of the Republic believes it cannot permit the 
mortal remains cA the Archduke to be carried to Emope.” 

President Julrez had stopped at Quer6taro on his way to Mexico 
City. He had viewed the cofiEn and determined immediately that 
it must never leave the country. No one was henceforth aUowed 
to see it; the keeper had strict orders to invent every possible ex- 
cuse for turning away even those persons who were purported 
to hold permits. 

On July 15, 1867, Ju£rez and his staff made their triumphal 
entry into he capital, after an absence of five years. This return 
signalized he rise of he new Republic and he culmination of he 
Indian patriot’s own fame. The suspended Constitution erf 1857 
was made once more effective, and he national energies were 
directed toward repairing he waste caused by he long war. 
Austria and he sorrow of her imperial famfiy had been almost 
forgotten when, on July twenty-seventh, Doctor Basch also wrote 
to he Citizen Minister: 

*The fulfilmoat of my master’s last request [he said] I 
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consider a sacred duty. . . . This solicitation is supported by 
the &ct that the bodies of his companions in misfortune have 
been delivered to their families, and that never at any time has 
a government refused to deliver any corpse to the relatives who 
asked for it. I beg, finally, that you will condescend to answer 
my respectful plea, whatever that answer may be, so that on 
returning to my country I may justify myself before the family 
of the deceased Archduke. . . 

To this Lerdo de Tejada replied with an added flourish: 

. . The Citizen President of the Republic has determined 
that for various and grave reasons the petition can not be 
granted. 

Lidependence and Liberty! 

“Mexico, July 29, 1867.” 

Several weeks went by and nothing happened. The dwindling 
number of Maximilian’s followers despaired. One by one they 
drifted from the scene of their hmniliation. 

On the evening of August twenty-sixth an unexpected telegram 
arrived from the military commander of Vera Cruz. It was ad- 
dressed to the Minister of War, and read: 

“The Austrian Admiral TegetthoflF arrived this tnoming at 
Sacrificios with the war-ship of his nation, Elisabeth. He sent 
a message to this military command, stating that he wished 
to pass to the capital to ask a permit of the Supreme Govern- 
ment for carrying away the body of Maxunilian. I desire to 
know whether I must prohibit his going to the City of 
Mexico. 

“Zereqa.” 

This was by no means a pleasing turn of events. With the 
Liberal army largely disbanded and no fleet at hand, the arrival 
of a foreign gunboat was distinedy annoying. Judrez wondered 
if, perchance, he had underestimated the resources of rha^ ill- 
starred House of Hapsburg. Who could have believed that they 
would send an admiral bristling virith gunsl The reply di yai-rhivl 
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to Vera Cruz during that same night of August twenty-sixth 
made a concession. “You can let him pass,” it said. 

With the utmost haste the corpse was now fetched from Quer6- 
taro to Mexico City and deposited at the Hospital San Andres for 
reembalming. By immersion in great vats which held a solution 
of arsenic it was hoped that the advanced putrefaction might be 
arrested. This process took some time. The admiral, "who had 
meanwhile paid his respects at Chapultcpec, must be enmeshed in 
a certain amount of red tape while the gruesome business at San 
Andr& was completed. Accordingly Tegetthoff received a de- 
mand for an official document directed by the Government of 
Austria to the Government of Mexico, since the personal wishes 
of the imperial family were not sufficient to sway those invested 
with the dignity of a republic. Gritting his teeth, the admiral 
sent a cable and retired to his hotel. Since the desired document 
must bear the seals and signatures of Viennese officialdom the ex- 
pected answer could come only by packet boat Tegetthoif set- 
tled down to a protracted period of waiting. 

A communique from the Austrian Chancellor of the Empire and 
Minister of the Imperial Household, Baron Friedrich Ferdinand 
von Beust, was received in Mexico City on November fourth. It 
had been formulated in the most cautious diplomatic language, 
referring to Maximilian’s execution as his “premature demise,” and 
pouring a stream of gratitude upon the heads of those who might 
aid in restoring the body to its rightful burial place. Obviously 
his Apostolic Majesty, the Emperor Franz Joseph, was concerned 
with only one thing— his brother’s fitting interment. 

Beust’s dispatch pleased Lerdo de Tejada, to whom it had bom 
addressed. It also coincided with the termination of the second 
embalming. Maximilian’s body reposed on a table once used by 
the Inquisition Tribunals in signing an auto-da-fd. It had been 
clothed in a fresh suit of black and was now to be endoaed m a 
third cdOfin made of granadilla wood, elegandy pdfiriited and 
ornamented with a few carvings. A glass aperture seemed hardly 
requisite, rince k was quite apparent dto the body would ntA long 
be recognizable. The face W sunk in^ and dbe features woe 
gradually changing. 



340 PHANTOM CROWN 

On November ninth Admiral Tegetdiofi received his silent 
charge. Early the next morning he set out at once for the coast, 
accompanied by Doctor Basch, the servant Tiidos, and the remain- 
ing Austrian officers who had lingered in the country. A Mexican 
force of one hundred men escorted the funeral caravan, which 
was met at Potrero by the municipal authorities of Vera Cruz. 
On November twenty-fifth, at four pj>l, the cortege reached the 
port. 

The coffin was placed in the parochial church until six o’dock 
die following morning, when it was taken aboard the corvette 
Novara. The saloon of Maximilian’s favorite ship was draped in 
mourning. In its center a table covered with black cloth supported 
the bier. At the head was erected an altar bearing a cross; the 
Austrian and the Mexican flags hung to right and left, framed by 
six large silver candlesticks with lighted wax tapers. The Em- 
peror’s sword lay on the coffin. The servant Tudos and a sentinel 
stood by, day and night, holding the death watch. 

After religious services had been performed at nine o’clock, 
anchors were weighed. Toward noon of that day the Novara 
steamed out of the harbor. On the same boat that had borne him 
to Mexico Maximilian now returned to the land of his birth. The 
Elisabeth and the mail steamer that had brought Beust’s letter 
made up his escort. 

As the small flotilla passed the castle-fortress of San Juan de Ulfia 
a specter out of the past seemed to beckon to the Austrian crew. 
They were all fcuniliar with the legend concerning Charles V, 
whose viceroys had wheedled some four million pesos from the 
Crown for the building of this fort Standing on the balcony of 
his casde in Granada the Spanish Hapsburg was seen one day, 
peering strenuously out to sea. 

"At what is your Majesty looking?” inquired a courtier, 

"I am looking for San Juan de Ulfia,” the Emperor-King an- 
swered, "it has cost me so much money that I ought to be able 
to see it from here!” 

From the presidio c£ this ancient pile dE stone Prince Felix zu 
Salm-Salm saw the Novara bearing another Hapsburg home. 
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Doctor Basch, Maximilian’s physician. 





Chapter 8 


Marie zd Erbach-Schonbebg, Princess of Battenberg, was still 
keeping up her girlish diary. It was biased and inaccurate, like 
most contemporary information on historical events. 

On July 2, 1867, she made the following entry: 

“The Emperor Max was shot by the Mexican monsters on 
June ninth. The deed is hardly credible. Poor old Arch- 
duchess Sophie, and the poor Empress Charlotte! How will 
they break the horrible news to her? ... It is asserted that a 
Mexican lady’s maid gave the Empress a poison that causes 
insanity. How can such cruelties be practised in these days ?” 

On November twenty-second another paragraph was added: 

“During dinner we had to go to Mama’s room to sec the 
Archduke ELarl. He told us hh poor sister-in-law Charlotte 
as yet knows nothing of her husband’s death. For that reason 
she did not, of course, wear mourning until the Queen of the 
Belgians went to Miramar. As the Court had just gone into 
mourning for the Queen of Naples, who died lately of cholera, 
the Belgian Queen was able to persuade the Empress to put on 
a black dress for the journey.— The body of the Emperor 
Max has at last been handed over to Admiral Tegetthotf.” 

The journey referred to above was Carlota’s return to Laeken. 
Queen Henriette, once an Archduchess of Austria, had come to 
take the Bdgian princess into her care. Doctor Bulkens— from 
Gheel, the village of the insane— had been hired to direct the 
royal progress. 

Orders were sent ahead, forbidding receptions or denmstraticais 
at railroad stations along the way, since Carlota became alarmed 
at the slightest noise. The Prince of Wale^ later Edward VII, 
happened to be visidng incogmto the Contment; he saw the 
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Empress of Mexico as she crossed the Luxemburg border, but ou 
of consideration for her health he did not speak. 

In the little town of Groenendal, the waiting court carriage hac 
driven up so close to the train tl^t Carlota stepped into it un^ 
wittingly, and unnoticed. Anxious, watchful, Senora del Banic 
did not leave her side. 

They rode through Brussels in silence. With forlorn eyes Cat' 
lota gazed out of the carriage window at the park where, as a 
small girl, she had walked sedately with her brothers. They hac 
always carried large hoops which they were not allowed to roll 
Tutors and governesses were forever pointing out the imseemli 
ness of such capers in children of royal blood. The Coburgs tool 
themselves so seriously, perhaps because they had not been roya! 
very long. ... At any rate, it was all quite boring, Carlota hac 
long ago decided. 

At Lacken Leopold II gave her a tepid embrace. In truth, h< 
did not know what to do with this deranged sister. He was busj 
with Africa and thoughts of colonial expansion; it was he whe 
would put Belgium on the map. Wicked Leopold, who conquerec 
the Congo cutting o£E hands. Carlota’s inglorious return fitted 
ill with his schemes of territorial conquest. 

She was given shelter, for a time, at the summer palace ol 
Tervueren- Later the King ordered the medieval retreat ol 
Bouchout to be restored for her occupancy. Here, in all its tragic 
witchery, the story of Mexico’s phantom crown came to an end. 

In the chill of naid-winter, the corvette Novara arrived with in 
sad burden at Trieste, whence Ferdinand Maximilian was bom< 
to Vienna and the Kapuzinergruft— another crypt of Capuchir 
monks. A long line of Hapsburgs slumbered here, and he wat 
laid quietly among them. Outside, in the sunlit streets, the bustle 
of a fruit and flower naarket reached the very portals of the old 
church while beyond, in the Eleganter Prater and in the less com- 
mendable Wurstl Prater, waltzing Vienna drank a toast to life. 

The Archduke Maxi was at rest On the marble sarcophagus lay 
a fan-shaped sprig of siempre-vivas placed there by his mother; 
to whom he had once sent them. The red and white blossomt 
had been tied to a palm leaf of faded green. Chdiginally they had 
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been given to Maximilian by the natives o£ Xocotitldn (Spanish: 
narctnjd, the place of orange trees), a tiny hamlet outside Orizaba. 
With them had come a papyrus scroll, bearing a salutation in the 
almost extinct Aztec tongue: 

"iVo mahtdstilUoni tlactocatzine, nican tiquimopielia mo icno 
masekud conetzihua, ca son ye ohudacque o mitzmotlacpd- 
huUitzUnoto, ihuan tea tiquimomachtis ca huel senca techyol- 
paqui mo hudiditzin impampa itech iiqueta aco se cosamdotl 
quixiquintihuitz inon medcolis mixtl nest ye omochautihed- 
pan to thactocazotl. In senhuiltini mitztitlania, ma ye huatzin 
mitzmochicahtdi tea titechmaqmxds. Nis tiquimopielia inin 
maxochtzinil, quen se machiotl in tellasotla litzin, mitzmo 
maquilia mo xocotiAan coneztzitzihua” 

(“Our honorable Emperor, behold your humble children, 
these Indians who have come to salute you; by this homage 
know that your coming much pleases their hearts, for in it they 
see a light that lifts evil shadows from our darkened Mexico. 
The God has sent you and it is He who gives you power over 
us. Here is this flower, it is our sign of hiendship, and by this 
your sons of XocodtUin bring you recognition.”) 

These words, once passed on to the Hofburg because of their 
oddity, have been treasured by greedy philologists. They also be- 
came ^e dead Emperor’s epitaph. 

Only once were the siempre-vivas disarranged by an armful of 
fresh roses. In 1870 the widowed Baroness von Biilow, fonncrly 
Countess Linden, visited Vienna. The aging Archduchess Sophie 
permitted the “little Linden’s” floral tribute to rest for a week in 
the place of honor. Sophie had mellowed. 

“Our Maxi gave us such trouble on your account,” she said 
reminiscently, "er hat Sie so gem gehabtl [he was so fond of 
you!]” 

For an instant a vision her four roistering boys troidded the 
did lady. She could hardly realize duu the Ho3xirg dancing 
parties, over which she had presided like a ducking hen> were gone 
forever. No cme needed ho* ducking sow. Anew g^raorattonwas 
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growing up. Meister Strauss himself was dead, and the children 
of to-morrow would be whistling other tunes. Perhaps one day 
the very Elaiserstadt would change, and people would wonder 
about that giddy Vi enna of the Archdukes. They would be unable 
to imagine what it had been like. Well, it was time for Sophie 
to tie up the strings of her bonnet She had lost a son of whom 
friend and foe said: “It was a rhing for reverence to see this Haps- 
burg die.” A mother could not ask for more. 

There were others who mourned as poignantly as she. In Paris 
the news from Quer^taro ushered in a train of misfortunes. It 
was the year of the great Exposition and Eug6nie prepared to dis- 
tribute prizes to a group of winning participants when the tragic 
cable arrived. At first her senses left her. 

“Louis,” she gasped, “shall we cancel the festivities?” 

Napoleon was as dismayed as his wife. Both were afraid to ap- 
pear in public. But in view of the fact that the press had not yet 
printed a word on the matter it was thought prudent to carry on 
with the official program as if nothing had happened. All that 
afternoon and evening the Empress of the French bestowed her 
day.7.1ing smile Upon a sea of faces. Monarchs from all the Courts 
of Europe— save Austria— were present. Napoleon stood between 
the Tsar, the Shah, the Sultan and England’s future King, and his 
blood ran cold, for above his brow he felt the sword of Damocles. 
When the show was over and the foreign visitors had left, Eugenic 
fainted, this time in earnest. They restored her with smelling salts, 
only to show her the head-lines in Le Matin. 

“There remain now no sovereigns in Paris,” wrote the famous 
journal, "except the Emperor Napoleon III and the specter of 
Marimilian at his elbow.” 

“They dem’t know,” mused Eug&tie with wan detachment, 
“how little— really— poor Ix>uis had to do with it.” She had been 
wremg about Mexico. She was right about Prussia. But the war 
she advocated against a Bismarck, who was only beginning to feel 
his strength in i856, took four long years in coming. And when 
it came France could no longer cope with it 

How much of this did Carlota know? Did scone one tdl her 
that Maximilian had long ago returned to a world of which she 
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had scarcely been a part? ... In the Vienna of his youth he had 
found peace. And while he slept eternally, she roamed through 
the corridors of a distant Belgian casde, as far removed from him 
as their separate childhoods. At times it was as if it had never 
been. 

She sorrowed. Slowly her once eloquent features grew distorted, 
her eyes dimmed by recurring cataracts. Nor would she find com- 
fort. Her father lay dead of his gall-stone; her brothers shunned 
the dismal castle of Bouchout where for sixty years she was kept 
a recluse. They left her stranded on a planet of her own. 

Her madness was not that of a maniac. She had many periods 
of apparent clarity, yet she was cautious of her words and never 
revealed the exact truth of her condition. She wrote many letters, 
some of them hinting at a strange awareness of things. Others 
were plainly unbalanced, teeming with references to Maximilian 
as “Lord of the Earth” and “Sovereign of the Universe.” And 
die never forgot that she was an empress. It was the age <£ the 
Empresses! (Even Victoria’s vanity was soon to dote upon a 
vicarious tide supplied by a Jevnsh prime minister; the Queen trans- 
formed Disradi into an Earl of Beaconsfield, but he made her 
Empress of India.) No, Carlota did not forget. To her end she 
remained an Imperial Highness, conversing briefly with a dignified 
imaginary Court— a prince, a baron, a handsome hussar. And 
at times she cried sofdy, "Maximiiiano, Maximiliano . . 

Five empires crashed while she sat in her garden mun ching leche 
quemada, the tasty caramel made in the region of Celaya and pro- 
cured by Senora del Barrio from a new set of fmigrfs at Biarritz. 
The first to go was France— Eugfnic had her peHte g$terre with 
Prussia. During the si^ ctf Paris Monsieur Worth, the couturier, 
fled to safer markets (he chartered a balloon). But he returned 
after the peace to launch two symbolic colors: a virulent orange 
called Bismarc\ enragi, and a most topical gray, eendres de Paris. 
Also, ioc many years to come, he had a seaet customer beyond the 
borders of France. At Famborot^h Hill on the Bladkwater near 
the Basingstoke Canal, or in the Villa Cymos at Cap Martin, the 
quondam Sefiorita de Montijo received once each year— even at 
nhiay-five-<i new nhe frcim Pam and a bunch of ilm|>enal vk^ 
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She had lost her husband prosaically after a surgical ordeal on a 
London operating table. She had sent her son to fight Zulus for 
England at Itelezi, calculating that heroism in any sort of campaign 
would once more revive in the world a moribtmd enthusiasm for 
the Bonapartist cause. 

‘Xoulou will catch a Zulu 1 ” chuckled a waggish press, while the 
prince rode on his horse “Fate” into a musty kraal on the Ilyotyosi. 
There was a rusde in the tall grass. Eighteen African spears shot 
through Loulou and dE his face nothing was left when on the 
evening of June i, 1879 (Whitsunday), a scouting squad picked up 
the ghasdy form. ... Yet Eug&ue was to enjoy one triumph. She 
lived to see another Peace of Versailles, with Bismarck absent and 
the tables turned against his beloved German Reich. 

On July II, 1920, Eugenie died. In a secluded garden Carlota 
and her wizened lady-in-waiting talked over the funeral. Victoria, 
too, was gone. And Franz Joseph, Elisabeth, disastrous Otto. Ru- 
dolf at Mayerlingf— Franz Ferdinand at Sarajevo. Only Carlota of 
Mexico would view the entire panorama: the twilight of France, 
Brazil, Russia, Austria, Germany. Brooding in her armchair, she 
watched the sunset of five dynasties: Bonaparte, Braganza, Ro- 
manov, Hapsburg, Hohenzollem. Would there be a sunrise ? 

The world was shaken by its greatest war while thus she sat. 
During the German invasion of Belgium in 1914 a Prussian officer 
nailed a plaque above her gates. It bore the following inscription : 

“This castle, the property of the Belgian Crown, is occupied 
by Her Majesty, the Empress of Mexico — sister-in-law of our 
revered ally, the Emperor of Austria. German soldiers are 
ordered to pass by wiAout singing, and to leave this place un- 
touched.” 

Catastrophe thundered past her gates. The roar of caxmon and 
the tramp of marching feet echoed against her walls, yet their din, 
resounding so dose to her immediate abode, failed utterly to reach 
her ear. She could afiord to ignore the destiny of Europe as 
Europe had ignored her. 

Now she alone was left— the last of the Empresses. She had wit- 
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nessed the dissolution of her brother Lipoid II, whose nephew 
Albert ruled since 1909 beside his cautious Bavarian queen. An 
octogenarian, she became contemporary with the automobile, jazz 
and radio. In the year of her death a boy named Lindbergh flew 
the Atlantic. 

How mad was she? She would not telL She would not let 
them know, for fear that they might rob her of what was now her 
last possession— her phantom crown. She would be Empress to 
the end. 

Death came quiedy on January 16, 1927. ... A time so near 
that one can almost touch it. She was eighty-six, and her soft 
features had sharpened so that her shadow looked like the outline 
of a hawk. At her exequies. King Albert— himself soon a grand- 
father— was to behold once more what in his early childhood 
seemed but a nursery legend, a pale fantasy. Beside her in- 
credible earthly shape he walked ia a funeral procesdon both 
solemn and meaningless, entirely befitting an imperial myth. 

Until that moment, however, hers was an epic hold on life. She 
knew herself to be a monument to Maximilian, and while she lived 
she would not allow men to forget him. To all who paid her 
visits she would whisper: ‘Xet them remember the fair-haired 
stranger who gave his life for the ambitions of that grasping, un- 
scrupulous Napoleon I Let them know that we acted in good 
faith; and may God grant that our memory be sad but never 
hateM. . . 

The prayer was answered. Some years after the fall of Maxi- 
milian, the actress Concha M&idez appeared again in a Mexico 
City theater. The audience clamored for La Pdoma Uberd, a 
parody on the song so loved by Carlota. The singer paled as die 
faced her public. She lifted her voice, but not in song: 

“Never shall I do what you ask, Sefiores. I wear on my wrist 
the bracelet given me by an unhappy princess who to-day 
weeps alone, widowed and mad, veiy feir from our country, 
Neither I nor the Mexican nation, to which I am itaned by 
my heart and my cradle, db.{dl insult the memoty ol a prince 
mowed down at Qherfraro^ nor diat of a noble lady who in 
place of a queenly diadem wears now the martyr’s orown. 
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A great emotion swept over the audience. The courage o£ 
Concha M^dez met the response gallant. Luster envelops 
the singer’s name; never again was she importuned to render the 
ballad that had made her famous. With possible exception 
those erratic haunts frequented by the tourist, La Pdoma is not 
heard below the Rfo Grande to^ay. To Carlota the modem 
Mexican accords a new chivalry. Without surrendering a single 
tenet of liberalism, without conceding an inch of ground to 
foreign meddlers from any portion of the glob^ he ^eaks of that 
fair intruder as “the ill-fortuned Mexican Empress who was an 
innocent victim in the game of European politics. . . . She will 
remain engraved upon our history in her goodness, her nobility, 
and above all— as the most loving of women.” Anihuac may be 
justly proud of Benito Pablo Juirez for his signal fortitude in 
behalf of an ideal as he saw it. But Anihuac is not proud of its 
deed against Maximilian, since pride is no measure for the rigors 
of implacable, unpersonal fate. 

Nor is there any vaunting spite north of the Rio Grande. Repre- 
sentative Cox of Ohio and his tirades against the “Austrian Arch- 
dupe” have been forgotten. In their place shines the exquisite 
humanism of Gilbert W. Gabriel, before whose imagination the 
Maximilian drama looms as “the last grand, bewildered gesture of 
royalty on the American continent” 

With jfine generosity Mr. Gabriel pronounced in the ’New 
Sm of S^tember i8, 1926: 

“In the heroic dimensions and processional mood of al fresco 
painting this story unfolds itself before posterity. For Europe 
it bears the awful dignity of cactus thorns and martyrdom, 
for America it spells the victory of republican ideals. Secretary 
Seward’s crisp and righteous (^patch to little Louis Napoleon, 
shooing the French army out of Mexico, placed the United 
States on Judrez’s side. . . . Humanely and politely we asked 
them to spare Maximilian’s life and they did not, and that was 
that. We were too busy planting peace lilies of our own, 
i86o’s, to worry of one v^dng and rather incongruous orchid 
in the Mexican desert. . . 




The Chateau o£ Bouchout where Carlota died. 
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It is rather late for coatentions of one sort or another. In death 
Maximilian of Hapsburg achieved a stature worthy of clas^ an- 
tiquity. There was that about him which drew forth self-sacriiice 
from his fellow men. Even in error he was strangely true. And 
he was loved. But most oE all Carlota must have loved him. 
Carlota— f or whom the final tableau was one of merciful darkness 
and peace. 

“I was to blame, my beloved darlmg, for ever 3 rthing. But 
now I am happy. You have triumphedl You are part of 
God’s victory over Evil. . . . Your eyes look down at me from 
every place and I hear your voice everywhere. . . .” 

Such were the letters she wrote during the sixty years when she 
had him no more. 


1H£ ENB 
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Original Versions of Excerpts Translated in Text, 

a. Napoleon’s proposal for the hand of £ug£nie. Page 6o. 

Palais des Tuileries 
Le 1$ janpter 

^*Madame la Comtesse: 

VI y a longtemps que fmme mademoiselle votre fUle, et 
que je disire en faire ma femme. Je viens done, aujourd^hui, 
vous demander sa main, car personne plus qu’elle n*est 
capable de faire mon bonheur, ni plus digne de porter une 
couronne. Je vous prierai, si vous y consentez, de ne pas 
ibruiter ce projet avant que nous ayons pris nos arrange- 
ments, 

^"Recevex, madame, ^assurance de mes sentiments de sin- 
ebre amitii, 

••NAPOliON " 

b. Portion of the ^Convention of Miramar Pages 96^. 

Article i, Les troupes fran^aises qui se trouvent actuelle- 
ment au Mexique seront riduites le plus t$t possible d 
un corps de zyfioo hommes, y compris it Upon 
Strangle. Ce corps, pour sauvegarder les intdrSts qui 
ont motivS V intervention, restera temporairement au 
Mexique dans les condieions rSglSes par les articles 
suivants. 

** Article 2, Les troupes franpaises ivacueront le Mexique 
au fur et d mesure que Sa Majestd UEmpereur du 
Mexique pourra organiser les troupes nicessaires pour 
les remplacer, 

** Article 3, La Upon 'Etrangbre au service de la Trance, 
composie de Sooo hommes demeurera nSanmoins en> 
core pendant six ennies au Mexique, aprbs que toutes 
les autres forces franpakes our ont itS rappeUes . • • ^ 

c. Manifesto contained in preamble to *‘Bladc Decree,’* Pages 

^'Mexieanosl 

^*La causa que eon tanto vd^'^y constanda sostuvo D, 
Benito Judrez habfa ya sueumbido, no solo d la voluntad 
maeional sino ante la misma ley que este caudiUo invocaba 
en apoyo de sus Atulos, Hoy kasta la bandera en que 
degenetd dkha causa ha quedado abandonada por la salida 
de su gefe dd terntorio ptUrh, 
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"B/ Gobiemo Naciond fuS for largo uemfo indtdgente 
y ha prodigado su clemenda fora dejar d los extraviados, 
d los que no conodan los hechos, la posibilidad de reunirse 
d la mayoria de la Nacidn y colocarse nuevamente en el 
camino del deber. Logrd su intento; los hombres honrados 
se han agrupado bajo su bandera y aceptado los principios 
justos y liberedes que norman su poUtica, Solo manttenen 
el desorden cdgunos gefes descarriados por pastones que no 
son patridticas, y con ellos la gente desmoralizada que no 
estd d la altura de los principios politicos, y la soldadesca 
sin freno que queda siempre como dltimo y triste vestigio 
de las guerras civiles^ 

*'De hoy en adelante la lucha solo serd entre los hombres 
honrados de la Nacidn y las gaviUas de criminates y bando^ 
leros. Cesa ya la indtdgencia que solo aprovecharia al 
despotismo de las bandas, d los que incendian los pueblos, 
d los que roban y d los que asesinan ciudadanos pacificos, 
mlseros ancianos y mujeres indefensas. 

“El Gobiemo, fuerte en su poder, serd desde hoy inflexible 
para el castigo, puesto que ok lo demandan los fueros de la 
civilizacidn, los derechos de la humanidad y las exigencias 
de la moral* 

“Mixico* Octubre 2 de x 86 s * *"Maximiliano.** 

d. Portion of ^‘Black Decree ” Pages 215-16. 

“MAXIMILIANO, Emperador de MSxico, oido nuestro 
Consejo de Ministros y nuestro Consejo de ^tado, decreUh 
mos: 

“Articulo J. Todos los que pertenecieren d bandas 6 fff- 
uniones armadas que no estin legcdmente autorizadas, 
proclamen 6 no algdn pretexto politico, cualquiera que 
sea el ndmero de los que formen la banda, su organic 
zacidn y el cardcter y denominacidn que ellos se dieren, 
serdn juzgados militarmente por las Cortes Marcudes, 
y si se declarase que son culpables, aunque sea solo dd 
hecho de pertenecer d la banda, serdn condenados d la 
pena capital que se ejecutard dentro de las primeras 
peinticuatro horas despuis de pronundada la 
sentencia • • * 

^Articulo 9. Todos los pecinos de un pueblo amenazado 
por una gavilla, que fueren de edad de diez y ocho d 
cincuenta y cinco ahos y no tuvieren impedimenta 
fisico, estdn obligados d presentarse d la defensa luego 
que fueren llamados, y por el hecho de no hacerlo serdn 
casUgados con una multa de $ d 200 pesos, 6 con prisidn 
de quince dias d cuatro meses. Si la autoridad creyese 
mds eonpeniente casHgar d pueblo por no haberse de- 
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fendido, podrd imponerlc una multa de 200 d 2 fiOO 
pesos, y la multa serd pagoda entre todos los que estando 
en el caso de este a^culo no se presentaren d la de- 
fensa . . . 

^Articulo 12. Los plagiarios serdn juzgados y sentenciados 
con arreglo al articulo primeto de esta ley, sean cudes 
fueren la manera y circunstancias del plagio • . . 
^Articulo iq., Se concede amnistia d todos los que hayan 
pertenecido y pertenezcan d handas armadas, si se pre- 
sentaren d la autoridad . . 

e. First letter from Carlota to Maximilian after her interviews with 
Napoleon. Pages 245-46. 

**Paris, den jpen August, 1866, 

**Innig geliebter Schatzl 

**Vor allem geht es mir vortrefflich und set Dein Herz 
fiber diesen Standpun\t beruhigu Zweitens ist es meine 
coNVZCTXONf, dass sick etwas wird erreichen lassen, weil ein 
Interesse dafiir ist aber der schlechte Wille und die Hiilf- 
losig\eit in hoheren Regionen ist gross und ich weiss aus 
sicherer Quelle von Mettemich, dass seit zwei Jahren der 
Kaiser Napoleon sehr physisch und geistig herabgehu Die 
Kaiserin ist nicht im Stande die Sache zu juhren — bildet 
\dnen Damm fur die Minister und ruiniert mehr eds dass 
sie nutzt. On £st nEVSKU vzeitx^ und heide \indisch. Den- 
noch weinen sie beide dfters; ich weiss nicht, ob es zu etwas 
fuhrt. Ich habe dies erdenJ^iche geleistet und gleich das 
Ultimatum an den Kaiser gebracht, Jetzt habe ich mussen 
arbeiten, um die yiojooo piastkes dutch diesen Dampfer 
fortsetzen zu lassen, habe aber gewusst es war nicht zu er- 
reichen, Es ist eine Pflichtssache, 

**Dennoch sind mit dem Kaiser Napoleon aUe Karten 
nicht ausgespielt, Ich war nur zwei Md bei ihm, das zweite 
Md brachte ich ihm extiiaxts seiner Versprechungen, um 
ihn im Stillen zu nagen, Er sprach sehr viel von Mexico 
aber die Sache scheint ihnen lUngst ver^ssen* Er weinte 
mehr das zweite Md wie das erste . . . Wenn es hier geht, 
so geht es ouch in Rom und Washington^ 

*^Dieser Brief ist xskcomv, weil Polia\owitz gleich weg- 
geht. Ich habe den ganzen Tag Leute, was die Zeit nimmt, 

Ich umarme Dick aus dem Tiefsten meiner Seele, 

•^QaARLorm** 

t Statement from the French vc^tinteers who remained loyal to 
Maximilian. Page 297. 

^Comme ces officiers (quij^dant tout le siige n*ont 
assists i aueme t^aire) sont Frangds^ at que potre MajestS 
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pourrah eroire quails ont Hi les interprites de nos sentu 
menu, nous nous impressons. Sire, de rejeter toute pi^iapeh 
tion d cet acSe inquelifiable, qui a soulevi notre indignor 
tion" 

Blasio’s report of the Empire’s last stand on the Hill of the 
Bdlls. Page 306* 

"PreguntS el Emperador d Mejia si seria posible romper 
el cerco y iste, dechado de adhesidn India y total sacrificio 
por una causa, hubo de responderle sublimemente — *Senor, 
pasar es itnposible; pero si Vuestra Majestad lo ordena, 
trataremos de hacerlo, que en cuanto A mi estoy dispuesto A 
morir/ — ** 


h. Maximilian’s words at the moment of his surrender to Escobedo. 
Pages 307-8. 

"Los gefes, que me acompoBan, no tienen mAs responsa- 
bilidad que la que les impone haber seguido mi suerte. Deseo 
que no reciban daHo dguno. Si se necesita una eictima, yo 
quiero ser ella y que mi sangre sea la Altima, que se derrame 
en este ptAs" 

i. A Mbdcan paraphrase on the death of Maxmilian, hfiramdn, and 
Mqia. Page 331. 

"Los fusilados murieron tan dignamente como exigian sus 
caballerosos precedentes, habiendo dicho el Emperador que 
los hombres de su rango y de su raza asi habian de morir" 

I* The plaque on the gates of Castle Bouchout Page 346. 

"Dieses Schloss im Besitz der belgischen Krone ist he^ 
wohnt von Ihrer Majesidt der Kaiserin von MexH^p-^Schwd- 
gerin unseres verehrten Bundesgenossen, des Kaisers von 
Oesterreieh^ Deuuchen Soldaten ist befohlen, ohne Gesang 
porbei zu geken und diesen Ort unberuhrt zu lassen" 

k. The tribute of the singer Concha Mendez. Page 347. 

"Nunca Ac de cantor lo que me pedis, SeUores. JJevo 
puesta en el brazo la pulsera que me regalA una infeliz prin- 
cesa que Apy gime sola, viuda y loca, muy lejos de nuestra 
patria, Ni yo ni el pueblo mexicano, d que pertenezco de 
eorazAn y de cuna, hemos de insultar la memoria de un 
principe ajusticiado en Queritaro, ni de una dama virtuosa 
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que en vez de la corona de reina ciBe ahora la corona del 

TKtQTtHtXO • • • 

1 . The words of Don Matfas Elizondo y Zamora (addressed to the 
author in May, 1934). Page 348. 

desafortunada Emperatriz Mexicana que fuera 
vicHma inocente de la politica europea. . , . En nuestra 
historia quedard grdbada como una mujer buena^ noble, 
pero par sobre todo — amandsima'^ 


Nota Bene on Accents 

Throughout the text particular care has been exercised in rendering 
all foreign terms with complete accuracy. In thus according each 
language its due, inconsistencies are met with. These are apparent, 
not real. To wit: 

Maria, accented in Spanish. 

Maria, not accented (as in the Pope’s name) in Italian. 

Sebastian, accented in Spanish, but not in German. 

Napoleon, of Italian origin, accented only where the name is quoted 
specifically in French. 

Leopoldine, Empress of Brazil (bom an Archduchess of Austria) 
used no accent. The same is true of her daughter who, as a 
Braganza, did not require it 

L&f^ldine, mitronymic of Princess Charlotte of Belgium, given 
in French. 

Leopold I, although King of the Belgians, was a bom German and 
a naturalized Briton, therefore never used the accent except on 
official documents. 

Lfopold II, Belgian by birth and u|hringing, always used it 

Since accent marks arc not mere quirks but rational keys to pro- 
nunciation in the languages endow^ with them, it was deemed 
necessarv to include them here. 
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Variable Spelling 

1. In Spain, MSjico is correct. The Mexican expatriates in Europe 
obeyed this pattern. 

2. The Aztec passage on page 343 was transcribed according to 
Spanish phonetics, qu before i being equivalent to the English 
hTo attempt was made to impose modern accent rules or capital 
letters, which accounts for xocotitlan in its first orthographic form. 

3. In Maximilian’s day the word jefe (chief) was spelled with a g. 
(See preamble to **Black Decree.”) 

4. Casde Bouchout is sometimes known to Teutonic Flemings as 
Buidiote, and to Celtic Walloons as Bouchoute. 

5. Bosporus, as pronounced by the Turks, has been given preference 
over the Greek Bosphorus. 


QuotaUons 

All material here reproduced is necessarily fragmentary and con- 
densed, since the scope of this narrative did not permit a greater 
mass of detail. Some of the sources used have since been destroyed 
by communist incendiarism, although most of the letters quoted may 
be compared with originals in the Haus-^, Hof-- und Staatsarchiv of 
Vienna, the Museo Nacional of Mexico City, and the private archives 
of the Alba family in Madrid. 

The dialogue is based on memoirs of the period (see Bibliography). 
In addition, the author is indebted to many private sources for su<^ 
items as the note to Pepita, the menu cards, programs, songs and in- 
vitations to Chapultepec. 

The Empress Carlota made a careful copy of all her writings which, 
translated into Spanish, fell into the hands of collectors in the Aztec 
capital; a second transcript into English was required before their 
addition to the body of this book. Likewise, portions of the famous 
”Black Decree” were translated by the author from a copy so small 
and faded that it could scarcely be deciphered through a magnifying-* 
£^ass. 

Wherever possible, important passages are offered in their original 
language and form, for the special scrutiny of purists. There are 
times when the most meticulous interpretation falls short and fails to 
convey a subde shading. With the actual text at hand no flavor is 
lost. This is especially valuable where quotations— whether in 
correspondence or dialogue— have at some historical moment been 
corroborated by witnesses. 

Grateful acknowledgment is here accorded to all whose unstinted 
help gave impulse to this work: 
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The miisic master, Don Daniel Zambrano-Lafont, of Monterrey. 

The critic, Henry Bornhoeft; the ardst, Hugo Brehme; the 
laundress, Adelaida Cruz, of Mexico City. 

Court Photographer Raoul Korty in Vienna, 

Baron Oskar von Mitis (in charge of the Vienna Archives from 
1919-1925). 

Hofrat Pick, Director of Wiener Nationcdbibliothe\, 

Her Excellency, Jenny von R6nai-Horvith, Budapest. 

The curators of Castle Schonbrunn, and the Erzs^bet Museum 
(Budapest Royal Palace). 

The New Yor\ Herald Tribune, for permission to reprint the report 
of Maximilian’s death. Pages 332, 333. 

The New Yor\ Sun, for excerpts by Gilbert Gabriel. Page 348. 

J, B. Lippincott and Co., for quotations from Porfirio Diaz: 
Dictator of Mexico by Carlcton Beals. Pages 137, 276, 322. 

M. Gaston Gallimard, Editor of “La Nouvelle Revue Fran^aisc,** 
for Napoleon’s proposal and Eug^ode’s reports to Paca. Pages 
33» 60, 1 12, 353. 

(Publii pour la premihre fois dans son texte integral par Robert 
Sencourt—'La Vie de VImpSratrice EugSnie*"'-^Librame Galli-^ 
mard, Paris.) 

In addition, the American edition of Count Cord’s Maximilian and 
Charlotte of Mexico, published by Alfred A. Klnopf, proved of out- 
standing value while verifying important points in transladon. 

Heirlooms 

In the summer of 1909 a Himgarian lady left Mexico City with 
three children, a governess and a mysterious black trunk. OstensiUy 
on a pleasure trip, she arrived in Europe with an ambassador’s seal 
on her special passport. She directed her steps toward Vienna and 
the Hofburg, where the Emperor Franz Joseph— white-haired and a 
trifle bent with age, yet sdll a man of extraordinary elegance — 
awaited her. In a private audience Sardta Posztl-Kiroly de 
Leonarz (wife of Don Emilio Leonarz) returned to Austria’s state 
cofiers the priceless baubles that once horned an emperor and his 
consort. Into the hands of Franz Joseph she placed those gems, 
decoradons and insignia which were worn by Maximilian and Carl<^, 
and which belonged originally to the House of Hapsburg. On this 
occasion she received the distinguished Signum Laudis, awarded for 
service to the Crown. It is to-day in possession of the author, whose 
mothor was that lady. ... 

Through the long years popular fancy has woven the inevitable 
fabric of fantastic legend about a mystifying subject— the lost imperial 
heirlomns. Much speculadon centered around the caravan of pack- 
iog cases which were taken Vera Cruz by Herzfdd. It is almost 
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certain that, with the exception of a few things still in the Emperor's 
possession, such e£Fects reached Europe intact. Among the objects 
that remained behind was the small individual coiBFee set and a por- 
tion of the silver flatware. The former, presented to the author by an 
unde, is shown frequently in exhibits. The sugar bowl, large and out 
of proportion to the other pieces, may have belonged to the banquet 
set. Its gold lining is unmarred, whereas coflEee pot and cream pitcher 
show the scars of daily use. 

Mr. J. Chester Cuppia, of New York, whose Italian grandfather 
served as a general in gold-braided imperial Mexico, has the flatware 
There are also in Mr. Cuppia's possession three small cofSns, toy 
imitations of the makesh^ used during Maximilian’s protracted 
obsequies. These macabre trophies, each about three feet in length, 
were probably manufactured for one of those bizarre fiestas of the 
dead held throughout Mexico on a sunny day in November, when 
Indians picnic on sepulchres and make a condiment of shivers, . . . 
Each of Mr. Cuppia’s cofSns shows a wax figurine of the Emperor, 
in a loin-cloth, an elaborate uniform and a dress suit, respectively. 
The owner keeps this strange exhibit in his attic. With I^d 
Dunsany one is moved to say: 

'Indeed, it is a piteous thing to see lie thus 
one who has held a sceptre. • . •” 


In 1878 an American, General JefiEerson C. Davis, visited Mexico 
City on ofSdal business. Making rounds of the Monte de Piedad 
pawnshops he came upon the Miramar scarf-pin which first lured the 
Archduke Maximilian to his doom. Doctor Basch had received it 
at Quer&aro as a keepsake, but the confusion which attended the last 
days of the Empire proved too much for the physician. He lost the 
pin and most of his baggage while tearing &om one ofScial to an- 
other, pleading in vain for his master’s body. In the form of a pen- 
dant the heirloom is now the property of Mrs. Marietta Finley Hahn, 
of Indianapolis and New York, a descendant of General Davis. 

Maximilian jewels of French and Mexican workmanship continue 
to crop up from dme to time, since to these the Emperor Franz Joseph 
laid no daim. Court attendants, ladies-in-waiting, erstwhile palace 
servants, all cherished gifts and mementoes from their former masters. 
Through these channds the author was able to acquire a salver, a 
fan, a comb, a decoration of the Order of Guadalupe, as well as a 6 sw 
letters and {dictographs. Were the story of ea^ inanimate piece 
told in these pages the manuscript would have assumed forbidding 
propordons. 

In xpzx, during the outbreak of the Madero revoludott against Dfaz 
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(who had ousted Juirez’s successor, Lerdo de Tejada), the Ward 
liner Mhida was rammed and sunk o£E the Virginia Capes by the 
United Fruit Company steamer Admiral Farragut. Six million dollars 
in bullion and gems were said to have gone down in her hulk, for 
the ship was crowded with Mexican aristocrats and their belongings, 
exile bound. A reputed Maximilian collection lies in thirty fathoms 
of water awash Cape Hatteras. It is said to consist of loot from a 
Burmese shrine which was raided in the sixteenth century by an ad- 
venturous Hapsburg, one Count Herrmann, and a set of gorgeous 
emeralds from the Aztec temple of Quetzalcoad. Relatives of the 
poet, Alan Seeger, who survived the Merida disaster^ do not confirm 
such tales. To date the fabled treasure has stubbornly eluded all 
efforts expended by ever-hopeful salvage crews. 

Meanwhile the month of October, 1932, witnessed the appearance 
in London of the customary unknown heir to vardshed royalty. Wil- 
liam Brightwell, a fishmonger who supjdies excellent kippers to the 
small public houses along the Thames, claims to have been born — 
of all times — during Carlota’s unorthodox sojourn at the Vatican. 
The distraught Empress (who was never for a moment uncompan- 
ioned) is supposed to have left him on a church door-step, a door- 
step which led somehow to London and adoption by a cockney green- 
grocer. 

That the House of Hapsburg, never warlike but always ardent 
in ferreting out the profitable claims of birthright, should abandon — 
nay, disown — so precious a twiglet is noteworthy indeed. Few factors 
are more potent in the restoration of fallen dynasties than the existence 
of legitimate or illegitimate offspring. When revolutionary cycles have 
run their course, these hardy prototypes of the once mighty have a 
surprisingly facile aptitude for returxxing to public favor. 

1 ^. Brightwell, notwithstanding, upholds the truthfulness of his 
extraordinary tale. His solicitors, who concede him at least three 
shining names in Hapsburg history, Rudolph Franz Maximilian 
(after the founder of the dyiuisty, the Biedermeier Emperor, and 
ibic victim of Quer^taro, in turn), have posted their claim to the 
treasture when, ifand by wlmmsoever it may be retrieved. This 
leaves the matter open to philanthropy. Any sort of expedition in- 
spired with generosity toward Mr. Brightwell — ^who should now be 
near seventy, though he makes no point whatever of his age — ^will be 
greeted by the London solicitors with unrestrained enthusiasm. 

SufBce it to say that for generations yet to come the donating 
chase for scattered valuables is destined to continue. In xpaa the wife 
of Signor Cusi, Italian Minister to Mexico, discovered the crimson 
brocades eff Carlota’s private chapel &ding in the glare of the Volador 
(Thieves* Market) md lined therewith the walls of her husband’s 
study in the tuxreted hot^ on the Paseo de la Refbrma. 
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la a forsaken spot of the Buena Vista railroad station there stood 
for a while the imperial couple’s old-fashioned wagon 4 it» its blistered 
varnish peeling in the dry air. Equally gaudy, though not to 
weather-beaten, the gilded state-coach has found shelter in the Museo 
ISfacional, This vehicle, once the wonder of rustic passers-by, hat 
become the delight of American tourists who in the absence of a 
guide scramble triumphantly into its cushioned interior, there to 
favor their democratic haimches with a unique contact. • • • 

Nor is this all. Second-hand china shops are known occasionally 
to offer for sale a ca$t-o£F and tarnished medal of San Carlos, the patron 
saint of an empress who was never chastened, or to hide amid the 
grime of worthless pottery yet another chipped and florid plate, tureen, 
or porringer bearing tjbe imperial cipher beneath a crown. 

Also there is sdll to be found the Maximilian peso. It is stamped 
on one side with the profile of a prince who found greatness in death, 
and on the other with the regardant double griffin of the Hapsburg 
arms crossed by an Aztec serpent. 

And more there is not. 

Happy ending? Hardly. This is a story of persons in high places. 

’They that stand high have many blasts to shake them; 

And if they fall they dash themselves to pieces.” 

Addenda 

X. Caxlota’s retinue had been discharged in Rome. Sefiora del 
Barrioy whose husband took up temporary residence in Paris, aided 
the Empress in her transfer from Miramar to Brussels. She visited 
Carlota at intervals thereafter and remained at her side until she 
was replaced by an aged Belgian waiting-woman whom the Empress 
continually mistook for her former friend. 

2. Since the actual eye-witnesses to Maximilian’s execution were 
not of a literary bent, the most conflicting descriptions exist in 
r^rd to the costume he wore at the end. The bullet-riddled gar- 
ment (on page 328), known in Mexico as a levita, had long been 
used by the Emperor as a campaign coat. With boots, buttons and 
foe Golden Fleece, Lawyer Hall considered it a uniform. Blasio 
cautiously avoids the issue by stating that foe monarch “wore Hack.” 
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protestation of loyalty fn^, 297, 355- 

55 

Forey, Elie Frederic, 85, 94, xxo, xx9, 
Z20, 198, 2i4> 2x5 

Fould, Monsieur Achille, 97, 98, xoi, X05, 
113* Z73> 338, 239, 240 


France, 28, 35 * 47 . 59 . 73 , 74 . 75 * 77 . 

78, 79, 81, 82, 83, 88, 93, 94, 9^. 97, 
98, xoi, 103, X07, 1x4, 120, ia8, 137, 
149, 168, X70, 173, 179, 183, 194, 
195, 196, 205, 209, 2x0, 2X1, 220, 
23 ' 9 , 235, 239, 241, 243, 248, 250, 
276, 278, 281, 311, 344, 345, 346 
abandons Mexican Empire, 222, 248 
appeals to Washington in behalf of 
Maximilian, 3x4, 316 
Carlota and party leave (August 23, 
z866), 252 

Carlota unwelcome in, 234, 236 
celebrates Forey’s occupation of Mexico 
City, July, 1863, 85 
Maximilian makes diplomatic virit in, 
1856, 32-34 

Francis, Duke of Lorraine, 29 
Frandsca, Duchess of Alba, 25, 56, 57 
Franz Ferdinand, Archduke, 292, 346 
Franz Joseph, Emperor of Austria, 15, x6, 
x8, 19, 20, 25, a6, 27, 28, 31, 42, 47, 
50, 86, 92', 93, 99, 100, XOI, XX3, 
X79, x8o, 282, 184, X95, 208, 220, 
221, 224, 227, 232’, 235, a6o, 
333, 335 , 339 . 346 
at Miramar Convention, 2x5-17 
demands Maximilian's remains, 336 
demands Maximilian's renunciation of 
rights to Austrian throne, X04-6, 
X08-9 

enthusiasm for Mexican venture, 89-90, 
X04 

marriage to Princess Elisabeth of Bavaria, 
26 

plans cure for his love-sick brother, 23 
provides troops for Maximilian in 
Mexico, Z03-4, 22f7 

reinstata Maximilian as hdu* presump- 
tive to Austrian throne, 325 
Franz Karl, Archduke (husband of 
Dowager Archduchess Sophie), 25, x6, 
50 

Frederika Sophie, Archduchess 
see under Sophie 

Frossard, General Charles August de, X07. 

X09, zz6 
Funchal, 89 

Gabriel, Gilbert W., quoted, 348 
Garda, Antonib, 288 
Garibaldi, Giuseppe Maria, 32X 
Garza, Juan Jos6 de la, 85 
GauHrirons, Xavier, 298 
Gautier, Th6ophilc, 32 
Genhs, General Waubert de, 236 
George, Prince, of Saxony, xxx 
Germany, 2x5, 220, 235, 346 
Oibralttf, Z33 
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Gisela, Archduchess, 50, 308, a'93 
Gloria, Maria da, 36 
Gomez, Father Tomis, 119 
Granada, 56, 90, 340 
Grasshopper Hill, 67 

Graviirc, Vice-Admiral Jean Pierre Ed- 
mond Jurien de la, 81 
Great Britain, loi, 314, 3x6, 325 
Greece, 93 
Groenendal, 342 
Griinne, Count, Z17 
Guadalajara, 76 
Guadalupe, 144, 159, 233, 289 
Guadalupe, Marquesa de, 232 
Guadalupe, Nuestra Senora de, 144 
Guadalupe, Pocito de, Z45 
Guerrero, Vicente, 73 
Gunner, Rudolf, 394 


Habana, Z35 

Hacienda de la Teja, 287 
Hadik, Count, 227 
Hall, Frederic, 315, 318 
Ham, 58 

Hamburg, zoz, 316 

Hammerstein, Lieutenant-Colonel Baron, 
387, 389 
Hanover, 38 
Harvey, James E. 

quoted, 378 
Hitzfeld, Countess, 33 
Hautecombe, 353 
Heiligenberg, nyz 

Henriette of Austria, Archduchess (Duchess 
of Brabant), 36, 37 
takes Carlota into her care, 34X 
H&raud, Th&dore, 398 
Herbet, Monsieur d*. 96, 98, 99 > 
xx6, X19 

HMUicTf General d% x66, 173 
Herzfeld, Stefan, xi6, 383, 384, aSd, 3*87, 
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329, 385 

Hidalgo y Esnaurrizar, Josi Manuel, 63, 
64, 65, 6d, 68, 74, 77» 78» 86, 87, 


HHa^ y '^erdn, Dolores Quesada de, 150 
HUdreth, Richard, roa 
«Q11 of the Bdls 
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Hofbuzg, dxe, Z5, 30, 33, 26, 37* 40» 4h 
^ 49» 5<»» 87, 89, 90, 99, X03> I04» 
Z06, X09, Z15, X49> 180, xSa, 308, 
333. 33$, 39X, 336, 343 
HoQaxidi 38 

Hooridb, Monsieur Fr6dexic; 3x6 
Hope, Adxnital Sir James, 133 
Hortense, Queen, 33* 59» 


Howard, KGss, 59 

Hradschin, 15 

Hugo, Victor, 167, 33Z 

Hulsemann, Ritter von, 88 

Hungary, 35, 4% zi8, 281 

Hunyadi, Countess Jiilia, “Juppy,” 18 

Iglesias, Sehor Angel, 95, 120 
Iguala, 73 
Innsbruck, 15 
Ireland, 344 

Isabella II, 3Z, 56, 78, 81, no, 132 
Italy, 44, 47. 48, 78, 86, 128, 129, 224, 
227, 254, a’57, 260, 316, 335 
Itelezi, 346 
Iturbide family, 205-9 
Iturbide, Agusdn de (Crown Prince of 
Mexico; adopted heir of Maximilian 
and Carlota), 217, 225, 231, 279 
sent to Europe, 28X-82 
Iturbide, Emperor Don Agusdn de, 73, 
x6o, 305 

Iturbide, Alice de, 306, 209, 379, 28Z 
Iturbide, Angel de, 205, 306, 209 
Iturbide, Cosme de, 305, 306 
Iturbide, Josefa de, 205, 307, a'09, 3x3, 
281 

Iturbide, Salvador de, 306, 307 
Ixtaccihuatl, X43 

Jablonski (guardsman), 304, 305, 3x3 
Jamaica, 134 

Jecker, Jean Baptiste, 75, 8z 
jeeker, Louis, 75, 81 
Jecker, Torre and Company, 75 
Jerome of Westphalia, Kong, 31 
JUek, Doctor, xao, X2X, 176, 253, 370 
Johnmn, President Andrew, X91 
Joseph, Archduke, xx 7 
Juirez, Benito Pablo, 77, 78, 83, 83, 84, 
97, XU 7 , 128, X37, 138, X55, X55, 156, 
169, x8x, 192, X93, 199, 200, 3x4, 
315, ai7> a 2 t 3 , 333 , 334* 23^ 337, 359, 
285, 387, 288, 389, 300, 303, 308, 
313-36, 339, 334, 338, 348 
abfluodons Mexico Gty to French, 85; 
xeenters# 337 

declares moratorium on all foreign loans 

(1861), 79» 81, 175 

receives pm$ in MaximiK a n ^t bdia% 
331 

noo$Dized by United States as present 
4^ Mexkot 76, 191 
jhttado^ Igxuicio, 5x8 

Kail iMdwxgi Archdulmr nz, 0(3^ 37, ziy, 

X54, 155, 30$, 393, S4I 
Knflih<d, 103 
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Kend^, Captain J. J« 
quoted, 276 

K£ratry, Count tmile de, 120 
Khevenhuller, Colonel Karl von, 227, 28$, 
287, 389, 291 
KiefPers, FelLc, 398 
Kinsky, Princess Cara, 20 
Kirkpatrick, Mr., 55 
Kodolitck, Alfons von, 227, 283, 295 
KoUonitz, Countess Paula, 99, zoo, zz8, 

131. 153 

Koniggritz, 232 
Kossu^, Louis, 25 
Krudener, Baroness von, 15 
Kuhacsevich, Frau von, 230 
Kuhacsevich, Jakob von, 48, 171, 172, 
230, 236, 258, 259 

Labastida y Divalos, Mons^or Pdagio 
Antonio, 77, 137, 156, 158, 200, 
218 

La Bombilla, 75 
La Cafiada, 140 
Lacroffla, Abbot of, Z19 
La Crux de la Constanda, i$o 
Laeken, 36, 37^ 4^* 141, 

178, i8x, 203 , 213, 34X» 34a 
Carlota returns to, 1867, 271 
Lago, Baron von, 316, 32a, 325, 326, 333 
aslu for body of Maximilian, 334-35 
Ia Guadalupana, X46 
La &bana, 233 

Lake Como, 252 
Lake Texcoco, 143 
La Paloma, xsx, 347, 348 
La Pafrie, 84, 168, xyo 
La Plata River, 72 

La Puebla de los Angeles, 76, 84, 85, X42, 
X43, 333, 287, 389, 295, 396, 297, 
300, 333 

Lares, Teodosio, 285 
Larousse, Pierre Atbanasc, 98 
Las Cumbres, X42 
La Soledad, 83, X37 
La T^‘a, 3x1 

Latin America, 70, 72, X91, 277 
La ^a Rica de la Vera Cruz, 68, 138 
Lederq, Agnes 

see Princess Agnes Salm-Salm 
L’Empereur, 28, 3a, 64, 66, 80, 91, 96, 
X07, X13, 194. 198. 222 , 234, 235, 
34 i> 255 
see Napoleon in 
Le6n, 153 

Ledn, Sefior Joaquin Vdisquez de, 95, xao 
Leopold I, King ci Bdgium, 25, 35, 36, 
37 * 38, 4 X> 42, 49 * 92 , 99 * *03, 106, 


Leopold I — continued 

108, XII, XX4, 132, 167, 168, 223, 
325, 230, 236, 30X 
death of, 2x3 
final counsd to Maxi, 2*13 
quoted on Mexican venture, 93, 96, xox, 
105-6 

refuses dowry for daughter, 42, 99 
liopold n, 36, XX4, 342, 347 
ascends Belgian throne, 2x3-14 
Leopold, Otto Eduard (Piina; von Bis- 
marck-Schonhausen), 115 
I^poldine, Princess (of Bra:^), 41, 184 
Lerdo, Toluca de, 154 
Lhuys, Drouyn de, 238, 239, 278, 280 
Lib^yi, Jinos, 25 

Lincoln, President Abraham, 190, 191 
linden, Ambassador 
see Franz de Paula 

Linden, Countess Paula von, x8, X9-23, 
27* 3^» 38, 39* 4* 
see also Baroness von Billow 
Lojero, Emilio, 3x8 
Lombardy, 42, 47, 86, X43, 252 
London, 34, 38, 49* 5^> 58, 59* ^3* 75* 
X03, 1 10, Z2'I, X64 

XApez, Colond Don Migud, 139, 298, 
299 * 302, 303* 304* 305* 312, 33a, 
334 

fote of^Neu^ Yor\ Herald quoted, 333 
La Toma de QuerStaro — A mis com^ 
patriotas y al mundo, 333 
Lorenccz, Gener^, 84 

jLovas aXV, X06 
Louis XVI, 205 
Louis XVm, 78 
Louis of Holland, King, 58 
Louise Marie (second wife of Leopold I, 
and mother of Princess Charlotte 
(Carlota), 35, 92, 1x3 
Louis Philippe, 36, 59, xi2 
Loulou (son of Napoleon III), 67, 77, 85, 
238, 239, 34^ 

Loysd, Major, 2x3, 257 

Ludwig Archduke, ax, 1x7, 184 

Madrid, 31, 38, 56, 57, 64, 78, 80, 88, 
xxo, XX2, xax, xa 2 i 278, 290 
Magenta, 47, 86 

Magnus, Baron von, 175, 227, 3x6, 326, 
33 ^ 

petitions lor MaximiUan*s life, 325 
requests Maximilian*s body, 337 
Milaga, 24, 130 
Malmaison, 84 
Malmis, 96 
Mantua, 259 
Manzanares, 64 
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Mvia Anna (wife of Ferdinand I), 16 
Maria Eugenia (mother of the Impress 
Eugenie), 56 

Maria llieresia, 29, 149, 32a 
Marie Amalie (5^e of Louis Philippe), 
59. 113 

Mane Antoinette, a'9, 48, 62, 72, 89, 
305, 219, 253 
Marin, Monsieur, 233 
MLrquea^ Leonardo, 287, 288, 293, 294, 
295, 296, 297, 333. 333 
Marseilles, 93 
Martin, Perqr F., 122 
Mathilde, Princess, 33 
Maximilian I, Emperor of Mexico (also 
Archduke Ferdinand Maximilian) 
accepts Mexican Crown, 1x6-19 
accorded honors at Gibraltar, 130 
addresses citizenry of Dolores, 154 * 
ad^esses parting note to Carlota, 323 
adopts heir, Augustin de Iturbide, a'04-8 
and Countess von linden, 39-40 

and the ecclesiastical problem, 155-59, 
201-5 

arrival at Vera Cruz, 136 
arrives at Mexico City, 148 
becomes engaged to Portuguese girl, 27 
“Black Decree** of, 2x7, 281, 319 
Manifesto contained in preamble to, 
314-15. 353-54 

portion (tf, quoted, 215-16, 354-55 
coxnmenu on beauty of Mexican ladies, 
182 

decides to abdicate, 227-28 
defense of, 3x9-20 
describes routine at Chapultepec, 159 
diplomatic representatives plead in be- 
half of, 3x6 

diplomatic visits to foreign parti, in 
1856, 30 

embalnring of body <d, 335-36, 339 
qpitaph o£ quoted, 343 
equestrian passion 0^ 28 
execution ci, 323-31 
flees from Italy to Miramar, 1859, 47 
Priuaz Joseph reinstates, at heir to Aus- 
trian throne, 325 
granted trial by proxy, 3x8 
gre^ Italian royal fsmUy, 129-30 
indictment and sentenee of, 3x8-19, 320 
learns of Carlota’s illness, 2*80-81 
letter to Archduke Karl quoted, 155 
letter to Doctor jilek quoted, 176 
letters to his mother quoted, 227-28, 
232 

letters to Napoleon IH quoted, 196-979 
225-26 

literary incHnatjopi 06 49 


marriage to Charlotte of Belgium, 1857, 

41-43 

moves to Chapultepec, 148-49 
Napoleon’s reply, to telegram of con- 
gratulation from, 255-56 
observes Catholic Holy Thursday ritual, 
183-84 

paraphrase on death oL quoted, 331, 
356 

petitions for body of, refused, 335, 337, 

338 

plaiu cultural expaxisbn in Mexico, 
223-24 

pleads for safety of his officers and 
servants, 307-8, 313, 322 
pledges hinxs^ to ab^cate officially, 

313 

prepares to leave Mexico, 283-86 
receives false report of Carlota*s death, 
322! 

reedves threat from a messenger of 
Juirez, 137 

receives threat from Austrian anarchist^ 

133-34 

receives wanxings against Mexican ven- 
ture, 101-2 

reception for, at Puebla, 142 
relinquishes rights of Hapsburg succes- 
sion, XO4-9, 1X7, 122 
reports as to scanial impotence oL 170, 
204 

reqxmsibility for deadi of — York 
Herald quoted, 352 
sails for Mexico on Novara, 122-23 
selects natives as Cabinet members, x68 
sends Napoleon telegram of congratula- 
tion, 244 

speculations of conquest^ 184 
states wishes as to disposition of his 
body, 322, 329 

surrenders to Escdxedo, 307-8, 356 
travels in summer oi 1850, 24 . 
Venetian honeymoon of Oariotta and, 
44-47 

visited by Princess Salm-Salm, 3x2-13 
visits in Bdigium in x^6, 35-38 
visitt in Berlin in 185^ 38-39 
visits in France in 1856, 31-34 
vxrits in Spain in 1856, 30-31 
visits in Vienna in x86o, 49 
Maximilian H, 1x3 
Mcglia, Monrignor, 155, 156, 157 
Me^ Tomfs, 287, 288, 293, 304, 306, 
3*5. 3*8, 320, 322 
disposition of body ci, 335 
execution oL 334-3* 
paraphrase on death quoted, 331, 

356 



378 PHANTOM CROWN 


M^dez, Condu, 151, 347, 348 
tribute of, quoted, 347, 356-57 
M^odez, Ramdn, 287, 288, 293, 300, 302 
M6rim^ Prosper, 56, 58, 238, 241 
Mettemich, Prince Kidb^rd, 241 
quoted on Mexican venture, 87 
Mettemich-Sindor, Princess Pauline, xzS 
Mexico 

departure of royal party for, 120-23 
difficulties of travel i^ 138-43, 232-33 
Prance abandons Empire in, 222, 248 
history of, through 1858, 68-76 
Maximilian accepts Crown of, 116-19 
Maximilian plans cultural expansion in, 
223-34 

Maximilian prepares to leave, 283-86, 

311 

negotiations for establishment of Empire 
in, 83-1x5 

Mexico City, 74 * 75 > 8a, 85, 94, 120, lasy, 
137, 142, X43, I 44 » I 47 » 148* 

I54» 158, 165, 167, 173. i 9 i» 

*95* *99* ^05, 213, 218, 233, 276, 

287* 288, 290, 293, 294, 295, 300* 

31** 314* 315* 332 * 333 * 334 * 337 * 

339 

Meyer, Pater, xi6 
Mlchoadin, 73, 76 
Middleton, C, 3x6 
hfikosch. Baroness, 282 
Milan, 43 * 44 * 45 . 47 . xai, 129, 131, X5X, 
2x2, 249 . 215a 

Miramar, 47 * 50> 5*. 89* 9 ^. 94* 9^* 99 . 
100, xcQf, 103, 104, 105, 106, 107, 

X08, X09, xio, XX3, 1x5, xx6, xxS, 

X20, X 37 , X44, 149, 15a, X59, X7X, 

172, 176, 179. xSo, X90, 220, 330, 

348, 249, 252, 253, 356, 358, 359, 

370, 380, 285, 289, 30X, 31 X, 323, 

Carlota removed to, 27X 
'^Convention of* 
lee under “Convention” 
description of palace of, 47-48 
Miriundn, MSgud, 75, 76, 78, 8x, 98, 287, 
388, 393, 304, 306, 315. 3*8, 330, 
33X, 322 

dispositioa of body of, 3^5 
execution of, 326-31 
paraphrase on death of, quoted, 33X, 
35 ^ 

Mirahda, Francisco, 95 
Modena, 45, 134 
Modena, Duke oi^ 86 
Monier, Monsieur, 116 
Monroe, President James, 79 
Mont Cenis, 252 
Montebello, Countess oi, 237 
Monterrey, 154, 176, X9Z, 3x4 


Montezuma, 66, 71, 84, X43, 149, 196, 
223, 326 

Montholon, Marquis de, 147, 168, 170, 
171 

Montijo, Eugemia de, 30, 345 
bad reputation of, 24-25 
see also Empress Eug6nie 
Monza, 49 

Morin, Guadalupe Cervantes de, X50 
Morel, Henri, 298 
Morelia, 73 * *53 
see Valladolid 
Morelos, Jos6 Marfa, 73, 78 
Morny, Due de, 33, 75, X14 
Morphy, Tomis, 95 
Moscow, 14, 45 
Motecuhzoma 
see Montezuma 
MoustacAu, 63, 80, X98, 326 
see also Napoleon in 
Moya, Marquesa de, 55 
Munich, 1x3 

Nantes, 234 
Naples, 129, 130, 30X 
Napoleon I, 14, 28, 33, 4*. 45 * 5 ^. 6 a, 
73 * *I 3 » 167* *94 

Napoleon H (Duke of Reichstadt), 194 
Napoleon UX, 24, 25, 28, 33, 33, 47, 58, 
59* 73* 78, 80, 84, 85, 88, 89, 9t, 
93 * 9 ^» 97 * *00, X03, 108, X12, XX3, 
128, 129, 133, 168, 169, 170, 179, 

X85, X 94 * * 95 * * 9 ^* * 97 * * 98 » aoo, 

203, 2X0, 320 , 222, 225, ^^7* ^^9* 

334 * 335, 337 * 347, 349, 252, 360, 

261, 262, 273, 277 , 379 * 39X, 334, 

344*347*348 

and responsibility for Maximilian's death, 
333 

and the Mexican plot, 65-7Z, 77, 8o-8x, 
86-95 

grants audiences urith Carlota, 338-41, 
343-44 

letter to Maximilian quoted, 357 
marital rift between Buginie and, 33-34 
meeting with Carlota at the Grand Hotd, 
347-48 

orders Bazaine to evacuate Mexico, X95- 

99* 3X1 

prop^ for hand of Euginie quoted, 

receives telegram of congratulation from 
Maximilian, 344 

replies to Maxirnilian's telegram of con- 
gratulationv 355-56 

telegram of congratulation quoted, xox 
telegram to Carlota quoted, 334 
Napoleon, Prince (“Pl^Plon,” cousin of 
Nap<^60tl m), 3X 
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Narvie9^, General, $6, 57 
Netzahualcoyod, 143 
New England, 69 
New Orleans, 193 
New York, 66 
Jfew York Herald 
quoted on fate of Ldpez, 333 
quoted on responsibility for Maximilian's 
death, 332 
New Yor^ Sun 

quoted on the Maximilian drama, 348 
Nicaragua, 66 
Nice, 47 

Nicholas, Tsar, 29 
Nomcl, Victor, 298 
Noriega, General, 295 
North America, 74 
Notre Dame, 25 

Novara, corvette, 48, Z03, Z22, 123, X30, 
131, Z32, 133, 190, 342 
Maximilian's body returned to Europe 
on, 340 

Novella, Don Francisco de, 73 

Oaxaca, 7^1 97 » * 4 o» 289 
Obrogdn, Crcneral Alvaro, 75 
Obrenovitch, Prince Milosh, x8 
Oca, Dr. Ignado Montes de, 1x9 
Ocotlin, X46 
Olmutz, 232, aspt 
Orden Imperial de San Carlos, x6o 
Order of Guadalupe, x6o 
Orizaba, 83, 136, 182, 232, 284, 286, 
33a. 333* 343 . 

Ortega, Don Jesds Gonzales, 222, 224 
Oswiedm, 23X 

Paca (Duchess of Alba), OS, 56, XX2 
see Prancisca 

Pacca, Montignor Bartolommeo, 266, 269 
Padua, 254 

Palacio Naciona], 148, X73, 223 
Palacio, General Vicente Riva, 289, 3x6, 
324 

Palmar, 140 

Palmerston, Xnrd, 25, toa, xn, 221 
quoted, 47 
Pamplona, 62 
Panamd, X84 
Panizzi, Sir Anthony 
quot^ on Carlota's vidt to Fknnce, 242 
Pans, 25, 3X, 32, 33, 38, 45 * 5 ^. 59 * ^ 
^3* 7a* 75* 78* 79* 80, 84, 85, 86, 
By* 93 * 95 * 102, X05, X 07 , X09, XX 3 , 
zxsi XX4, xx8, X2I, X30, X42, X47, 

X 5 i* X64, x^ x8x, 205, 2X0, 220, 

222, 234 * 4 ^ 5 * agS, 24 X* 242, 244* 

248* 25X, 252. ah, 254, 255* ayS, 

ago, 277* 278, 303, 344, 345 


Paso del Macho, 235, 234 
Paso del Norte (Ciudad Juirez), 97, X91, 
222 

Patd, Adelina, 32 

Paul^ Franz de (Ambassador Linden of 
Wurttembcrg), 19, 24 
Pedro de Braganza, Dorn (Emperor of 
Brazil), 41, 184 
Pedro V, King of Portugal, xxx 
P^un, Emile, 298 

Penaranda, Don Manuel Femindez de 
(Count of Teba and Montijo), 56 
Penaranda, Duquesa de, 55 
Peraz, Marla MuEoz de, Z50 
Peza, Juan de Dios, az6 
Pezuela, Luis Robles, 216 
Phantasie, imperial yacht, X22 
Philip n, a‘9, 30 
Philip, Count of Flanders, 271 
Philip, Duke of Anjou, xo6 
Pius IX, Pope, 127, 128 
grants au^ence to Empress Carlota, 260* 
66 

letter to Carlota quoted, 270-71 
Plaizora, Manuela de, 150 
Plaza Mayor, 147, 148 
Plon-Plon, 3a, 33 
Poland, 22Z 

Poliakowitz, Sefior Montalba, 230, 245, 
246 

Popoateped, 143 

Po River, 45 

Port Roysd, 135 

Portugal, 35, 130, 183, 278 

Possenhofen, 26 

Potosl, San Luis, 97, 194 

Potrero, 340 

Pour le MSrite , x6o 

Prague, 15, 50 

Prim, Oenerri Juan (Count of Reus), 81, 
83, 84, 250 

Promenade of Carlota, 150 
Prussia, 29, 1x5, 220, aaz, 231, 235, 
24X1 3*8, 344 
Puebla 

see La Puebla de les Angeles 
Puente Colorado, 142 
Pyrenees Mountains, 78 

Quai d'Orsay, 234 

QotximOf 64, 287, 288, 289, 290, 291, 

292, 294* 395 * 296, 300, 303* 306, 

308, 309, 3x2, 3x3, 3x5, 3x6, 317. 

32X, 324* 328, 330* 332* 333 * 335 * 

.338*^^7*339^ 344*347 ^ 

trial of bnperiaBfts held in, 3x8 
Quetzateoad, 154 

Radonetz, PrdM, 253, 258 
Rainer, Archduke^ xx7 
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Raiuirez, Jos^ Vicente, ax6, 3x8 
Randon, Marshal, 235, 238 
Reggio, 260 
R^^es, Coroxu, 389 
Reichstadt, Duke of, 14 
XoM Hoftenst (French imperial yacht), 
34 

Rhine River, x6x, 335 
Rhone River, x6x 
Ribera, Marqu^ de la, 178, 3x6 
Richthofen, Baron Emil von, xox 
Ricot, Jean, 398 
Riedel, Professor, 371, 380, 391 
Rinc6n-GaUardo, Axia Rosa de, 150, 303 
Rinc6n>Gallardo, Colonel Jos^ 303, 305, 
333 

Rinc6n<<jallardo, Luisa Quqano de, X5X, 
30a 

Rio Grande, 70, *32, 79, 8x, 169, xSy, 
333, 378, 387, 348 
Rio, Pablo Martinez del, 1x8 
River Chiquihuite, X39 
Riviera, 56 
Robespierre^ 7a 
Robles, Luz Blanco de, 150 
Robles, Rocha de, 251 
Romc^ 105, 132, 255, 258, 270, 284, 30 X, 
303, 336, 340, 348, 358, 359, 360, 
362, 368, 370 
Rmnero, Matks, 292 
Rouher, Monsieur Eug^e, 348-47 
Rovigo, 354 
Rowles, Miss, 80 
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